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Cfirisitmasi,  tfje  climax  of  a pear  of  pleasant 
topes!  anb  expectations,  \)a^  arribeb.  it  brings 
toitb  Its  merriment  pleasant  thoughts  anb  noble 
beebs.  thoughts  map  be  birectlp  traceb  to 

the  founbati'on  of  real  success  anb  happiness,  char= 
itp.  Charitp  is  lobe,  the  lop  of  mortals,  the  hop^ 
of  saints,  anb  the  attribute  of  omnipotent  Slehobah. 
Charitp  makes  uS  pleasing  in  the  just  epe  of  ?|im 
bJho  bias  its  founber.  TOhat  is  more  rabiant 
than  the  happp  epe  of  a jopful  chilb?  OThat  is 
more  noble  than  true  sincere  charitp?  ^hall  toe 
be  Selfish  anb  colb=hcarteb  totoarb  the  neebp  anb 
bestitute?  ilre  toe  to  make  this  season  one  of 
goob  bjill  anb  charitp  or  one  of  parsimonious  ego= 
ism?  Charitp  is  sharing;  not  onlp  our  material 
bjealth  but  our  happiness,  our  obm  personal  hap= 
piness  anb  jop. 

is  a mere  coin  tosseb  into  the  lap  of  a rag= 
geb,  pleabing  chilb  lobe  or  charitp?  it  is  neither. 

gift  bjithout  the  giber  is  bare.”  ^o  to 
lobe  is  to  be  charitable  anb  charitp  is  sharing  the 
pleasures  of  our  Christmas  bjith  others. 

J3p  custom  Christmas  has  become  a time  for 
the  exchanging  of  gifts,  ^his*  custom  is  not  nebj 
but  rather  an  olb  custom  of  the  Cast,  it  is  to 
be  remembereb  that  gifts  are  often  but  a sign  of 
respect  anb  compensation  anb  are  giben  in  propor= 
tion  to  our  riches.  ConSiber  the  message  that 
the  gift  bears,  not  its  intrinsic  balue. 

Hastlp  there  is  faith.  OThat  are  bje  to  sap 
on  this  Subject  braggeb  through  the  turbulent  ages! 

iHerelp  the  olb  jjuletibe  criterion  of: 
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“^eace  on  earth,  goob=bjill  to  men  of  unshattereb 

jFaith-” 
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A.  R.  Rosenberg,  ’26. 

Nestling  among  the  New  England  hills,  a bright  jewel  of  red  and  green  in  its 
drab  setting,  was  Brodney,  a typical  college  town.  It  was  small,  but  its  intense 
loyalty  to  Brodney  College  was  a tradition:  townspeople  spoke  i>roudly  of  “our 
college’’,  gloried  in  its  victories,  and  sorrowed  for  its  defeats.  For  this  reason,  and 
because  the  college  was  the  town’s  support,  the  pranks  of  the  undergrads  had  not 
only  been  tolerated,  but  even  looked  ujion  as  a sort  of  advertisement.  Indeed,  the 
editor  of  the  Brodney  the  local  pajicr,  made  these  capers  the  subjects  of  very 

many  of  his  editorials  besides  recording  each  event  and  placing  it  conspicuously  in 
his  “live  news’’  section.  He,  with  proi)er  fortitude,  treated  it  in  a “boys  will  be 
boys”  manner.  This  lenient  attitude  was  the  one  adopted  by  the  rest  of  the  towns- 
folk. Possibly  the  students  took  advantage  of  it.  There  is  everywhere  a tendency 
“to  take  the  whole  hand  if  you’re  offered  a finger.”  The  college  men  perhaps  had 
taken  t'he  whole  hand  and  were  contentedly  masticating  it. 

Lately,  however,  a decided  change  had  been  noticed  in  the  towns])eople.  .Since 
the  worsted  mill  had  come  to  town  and  had  been  i)ut  on  a paying  basis  through  the 
energetic  efforts  of  its  live  wire  manager,  a Mr.  Osgood,  the  escapades  of  the  students 
were  frowned  on.  Rarely  did  such  news  find  its  way  into  Editor  Joe  Tinkham’s 
columns,  except  to  be  severely  criticized. 

The  town  was  agog  with  excitement.  The  tiniest  bit  of  information  concerning 
the  mill  was  snai){)ed  up  and  eagerly  commented  on.  The  college,  it  seemed  , had 
been  forgotten,  pushed  aside  to  be  brought  to  light  with  severe  criticism  when  the 
antics  of  the  students  disturbed  the  serene  life  of  the  townspeople. 

Brodney  had  grown  tired  of  seeing  barefoot  seniors  rolling  i)ennies  on  the  street 
with  their  noses.  No  longer  would  it  stand  for  blindfolded  freshmen  on  roller  skates, 
their  hands  tied  behind  their  backs  crazily  traversing  Main  .St.  and  blocking  the 
traffic.  “The  day  of  horsejilay  has  gone,”  as  Editor  Tinkham  emjihatically  put  it. 

The  college  men  were  not  greatly  disturbed.  At  first  there  was  a slight  stir  of 
excitement,  then  an  equally  slight  lull,  and  finally  graduated  forgetfulness.  Brod- 
neyites  jiaid  small  attention  to  this  crusade  against  their  “rights”  as  they  deemed 
them  and  the  “frats”  merrily  loosed  their  throng  of  initiates  in  unrestraint  on  Brod- 
ney’s  streets.  The  townspeojile  resented  this  fiercely,  and  led  by  the  energetic  Os- 
good, manager  of  the  mill,  voiced  their  comjilaint  to  the  college  authorities.  For 
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all  that,  the  fraternities  paid  no  attention,  and  a second  crop  of  nuisances  was  set 
free  on  Brodney. 

This  time  results  came  fast.  Five  members  of  the  junior  class  were  arrested 
and  forced  to  spend  the  night  iT  the  local  hoosegow,  besides  having  to  pay  a fine. 
The  faculty  had  its  say  and  the  demerits  piled  up  in  an  astonishing  manner.  The 
undergrads  began  to  sit  up  and  take  notice.  The  town  plus  the  faculty  versus  the 
students  appeared  to  be  a one  sided  contest.  The  college  men  grew  cautious  and 
deeds  that  would  have  provoked  merriment  in  the  past  were  now  rarely  attempted, 
for  punishment  was  swift  and  sure.  If  the  culprit  was  caught,  he  called  down  upon 
his  luckless  head  Editor  Tinkham’s  biting  sarcasm,  and  what  was  more  to  be  feared. 
Constable  Weatherbee’s  wrath.  The  times  were  deplorable  indeed,  and  the  senti- 
ment of  the  college  was  expressed  in  the  despondent  cry  uttered  by  one  of  the  more 
studiously  inclined,  “O  temporal  O Mores!  O ye  shades  of  Nick  Altrock!  Help  us, 
for  we  despair!” 

It  was  a lamentable  situation,  indeed,  that  the  undergraduates  were  now  facing. 
They  were  virtually  deprived  of  the  right  of  making  fools  of  themselves,  of  making 
fools  of  their  mates  and  of  making  imbeciles  of  each  other.  And,  alas,  Brodney  was 
fast  becoming  sedate  and  orderly.  Sad  in  truth,  was  the  present  state  of  affairs! 

Nevertheless,  the  element  of  unrest  was  rife  in  the  ranks  of  all  Brodney  Col- 
lege. It  needed  but  a trifle  to  set  it  off.  That  trifle  was  a proclamation  by  the 
councilmen,  who  had  the  consent  of  the  faculty,  forbidding  any  college  student  on 
the  streets  after  ten  o’clock  at  night. 

When  the  Brodneyites  learned  of  this,  from  the  lowliest  freshman  to  the  haughti- 
est senior  they  were  up  in  arms.  Yet  such  strict  watch  was  kept  that  no  chance  for 
any  sort  of  retaliation  was  given.  The  student-body  was  powerless  and  woe  to  the 
adventurous  undergrad  who  trod  Brodney’s  streets  after  the  solemn  hour  of  ten  was 
tolled. 

The  most  ingenious^  and  mischievous  fellow  in  college,  the  fellow  capable  of  the 
most  deviltry,  w'as  acknowledged  to  be  Dick  Thornton.  His  blue  eyes  and  cherubic 
countenance,  surmounted  by  wavy  blond  hair,  had  always  won  for  him  the  most 
desirable  “prom  bids”.  He  was,  it  seemed,  the  bane  of  his  teachers’  lives,  the  des- 
])air  of  his  father,  and,  at  the  same  time,  the  pride  of  his  class  and  the  conceit  of  his 
mother.  This,  reader,  is  the  hero,  or,  if  you  wish,  the  villain. 

This  paradoxical  person  belonged  to  the  fraternity  that  had  the  greatest  griev- 
ance against  .Sheriff  Weatherbee  artd  all  that  he  stood  for.  Phi  Delta  Gamma’s 
initials  were  among  those  that  had  been  jailed.  The  Brodney  Bz/g/c  had  specifically 
called  this  fraternity  “undesirable”.  The  ire  of  the  members  was  raised.  The 
hurt  rankled  in  every  breast.  The  time  had  come  to  avenge  its  wrongs.  Phi  Delta 
Gamma  cast  about  for  some  means  of  revenge,  and,  as  usual  the  responsibility 
fell  on  the  stalwart  shoulders  of  Dick  Thornton.  His  orders  were  brief,  verbal,  and 
to  the  point.  They  were,  “Give  ’em  fits.” 

^ 

'I'he  hands  of  the  town  hall  clock  pointed  to  the  hour  of  ten.  Ten  o’clock  had 
struck  five  minutes  ago  at  the  worsted  mill,  but  then,  the  town  hall  clock  was  always 
five  minutes  slow.  The  few  stores  that  had  remained  open  now  jirepared  to  close. 
One  by  one  the  lights  were  pul  out.  Only  the  string  of  electric  lights  over  the  mid- 
dle of  the  road  were  lit.  At  eleven  o’clock  these  were  shut  off  and  Brodney  was  in 
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U)lal  darkness.  Here  and  lliere  a stray  eat  sat  on  a fence  and  made  moaning  noises. 
Once  a dog  howled  at  the  moon,  whose  big  broad  face  cast  the  only  light  upon  the 
town.  K.xcept  for  these  noises,  and  the  occasional  whir  of  a bat,  the  night  with  its 
silence  held  full  sway. 

I'])  the  street  from  the  college  dormitories  came  muriled  sounds  growing  in 
\-olume  though  deadened  in  lone.  With  the  light  of  the  full  moon  shining  on  his 
face,  Dick  'riiornton  was  laboriously  pushing  a large  object  in  front  of  him.  It  looked 
like  a piano  but  it  was  on  wheels,  and  the  rims  of  the  wheels  were  swathed  with 
cloths. 

“Whew,”  grunted  Thornton,  as  he  toiled  at  the  handles  ])rojecting  from  the 
main  body  of  the  affair,  “this  is  awfully  heavy.  And  noisy  loo,”  he  added  in  an 
undertone,  looking  cautiously  about  him. 

Once  he  stop])ed  to  rest  and  to  make  sure  of  his  ground.  It  was  then  that  he 
perceived  a crank  on  the  side  of  the  machine  and  a grin  s])read  over  his  features. 
He  grasped  it  and  gave  an  experimental  turn  three  or  four  inches  to  the  right.  A 
clattering,  discordant  noise,  as  if  someone  had  drummed  a tattoo  u])on  a dish])an, 
came  from  the  instrument.  Hearing  this,  he  smiled  ha])pily  and  began  to  ])ush  the 
cumbersome  object  with  renewed  vigor  uj)  the  slight  hill  that  led  to  his  destination. 

Before  him,  three  houses  loomed  uj)  like  sleeping  sentinels  silhouetted  by  the 
moon.  In  the  first  of  these  lived  Tinkham,  the  editor  of  the  Brodney Across 
the  street  was  .Sheriff  Weatherbee’s  home.  About  fifty  yards  beyond  these  two, 
lived  Osgood,  manager  of  the  mill.  The  moon  on  high  gazed  unwinkingly  at  this 
quiet  scene,  yet  it  seemed  to  Dick  that  that  sly  old  rogue,  the  man  in  the  moon, 
grinned  cheerfully  at  him,  urging  him  on  and  encouraging  him. 

With  cautious  steps  he  wheeled  his  bulky  contraption  ])ast  the  two  houses  that 
faced  each  other  and  then  stopped  midway  between  Osgood’s  dwelling  and  the  homes 
of  the  other  two  leaders  of  the  “anti-initiate”  movement.  .\  clear  space,  a field,  was 
between  the  three  houses,  and  taking  advantage  of  it,  Dick  pushed  the  queer  shaped 
affair  into  the  ditch  and  then  uj)  onto  the  field.  He  was  now  some  twenty  feet  from 
the  road. 

His  position  was  a strategic  one.  Undergrowth  surrounded  him  on  all  sides  but 
the  rear.  Here  was  .Sheriff  Weatherbee’s  cornfield.  Dick  was  far  enough  from  each 
house  not  to  be  seen,  yet  near  enough  for  his  purposes.  Back  of  him  was  a cross- 
road with  no  houses  on  it  for  a half  mile.  Having  provided  for  his  retreat,  he  fast- 
ened a blue  silk  handkerchief  over  the  lower  j)art  of  his  face.  Although  he  was  the 
nerviest  fellow  in  college,  that  did  not  prevent  his  hands  from  trembling  a bit.  If 
he  should  be  found  out, — ! Visions  of  expulsion,  an  irate  father,  a heartbroken 
mother,  a storming  dean,  came  to  him.  His  natural  flow  of  spirits,  however,  pulled 
him  forth  from  this  soliloquy  and  he  murmured  with  a sickly  grin- 

“I  won’t  fail.  I can’t.” 

-Stooping,  he  took  off  the  cloth  covering  on  the  wheels  and  glanced  carefully 
around  him.  The  night,  at  that  moment,  was  as  silent  as  the  grave.  With  a fast 
beating  heart,  Thornton  grasped  the  crank  that  })rojected  from  the  side  of  the 
machine  and  turned  it  quickly  to  the  right. 

The  still  night  was  ])ierced  with  the  shrill  refrain  of  that  popular  song,  “Urom 
One  Till  Two,”  {)layed  by  a-  hurdy  gurdy!  Dick  Thornton  crouched  lower  and 
turned  the  handle  faster.  Louder  and  faster,  shriller  and  more  discordant  was  the 
sound  that  came  from  that  hand  organ,  Thornton  pushed  a switch  in  its  side  and 
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the  machine  burst  into  that  senseless  and  raucous  chorus  of  “What  Does  the  Pussy- 
cat Mean  When  She  Says  Meow”? 

Windows  were  raised  on  all  sides  and  sleepy  indignant  heads  were  thrust  out 
who  demanded  in  no  uncertain  tones  the  cause  of  this  nocturnal  serenade. 

The  machine  paid  no  heed  to  them,  however,  galloped  into  “I’m  Mindin’  My 
Business”,  and  landed  on  it  with  all  four  hoofs. 

Sheriff  Weatherbee,  the  first  to  act,  clad  in  the  full  dignity  of  the  law  and  a red 
ffannel  nightshirt,  opened  a window,  poked  an  immense  shotgun  out,  and  let  drive  a 
charge  of  buckshot. 

Dick  Thornton  lay  on  the  ground  scared  stiff,  but  so  entirely  frightened  that  he 
automatically  kept  turning  the  crank.  Jubilantly,  the  fiendish  instrument  burst  into 
“Love  Sends  a Little  Gift  of  Roses”  while  the  hostile  missiles  of  manager  Osgood  fell 
short  and  the  powerful  oratorical  voice  of  Editor  Tinkham  besought  the  gods  to 
omit  the  plague. 

Sheriff  Weatherbee’s  corpulent  figure  could  be  seen  approaching  under  a huge 
double  barreled  shotgun.  Fear  grasped  Dick  Thornton,  but  the  thrice  accursed  in- 
strument elected  to  play,  “California,  Here  I Come”.  Dropping  the  crank  as  if  it 
were  red  hot,  and  grasping  the  handles  of  the  hurdy-gurdy.  Dick  set  out  at  a pace 
that  bade  fair  to  bring  him  to  the  land  of  the  movie  stars  in  record  time  despite  his 
incumbrance. 

Galloping  along  the  road  behind  him  came  two  different  figures.  Sheriff  Ed 
Weatherbee,  stuttering  with  rage  and  overflowing  with  wrath,  forced  his  rotund 
figure  to  its  utmost  speed.  Toward  him,  with  arms  flailing  the  air  like  a miniature 
windmill,  came  the  long,  lanky  Osgood.  They  collided  with  a crash  due  partly  to 
the  darkness,  for  the  moon,  as  if  it  were  in  league  with  Dick,  vanished  behind  a 
fleecy  cloud.  Like  two  maddened  hornets  the  men  picked  themselves  up  and  began 
to  hunt  the  author  of  the  horrible  disturbance.  Prudent  Editor  Tinkham,  sensing 
a fight,  remained  carefully  at  home,  while  Dick  Thornton,  running  as  if  for  dear  life, 
pushed  the  unwieldy  hand-organ  before  him  and  escaped  in  the  darkness. 

By  the  next  morning,  the  news,  in  some  mysterious  manner,  had  been  learned  by 
the  townspeople  and  sly  winks  and  grins  greeted  the  three  men. 

“We  will  have  justice,”  roared  Editor  Tinkham,  proceeding  to  devote  a good 
two-thirds  of  his  paper  to  a minute  summary  of  the  “outrage”. 

Sheriff  Weatherbee  arrested  two  hurdy-gurdy  grinders  and  in  spite  of  their 
tempestuous  and  volcanic  arguing  and  protest  had  them  lodged  in  jail. 

On  the  campus,  the  story  w'as  received  with  roars  of  laughter  and  a general  feel- 
ing that  only  a mighty  clever  undergrad  could  perpetrate  such  an  outrage  on  Brodney 
and  get  away  with  it. 

.\nd  so,  for  two  days  had  the  Brodney  Bugle  promifeed  speedy  retribution. 
Furthermore,  for  two  days  and  two  nights  had  Sheriff  Weatherbee’s  apoplectic  anger 
kept  him  running  from  town  to  town  in  search  of  organ-grinders. 

On  the  third  day,  however,  the  storm  broke.  Editor  Tinkham’s  impassioned 
editorials  had  done  it.  'I'he  Associ(L‘ed  Press  had  scooped  the  news  and  the  world  at 
large  deemed  it  rare  sport,  forsooth,  to  open  its  morning  papers  and  be  regaled  with 
the  story  of  the  “outrage”. 

.Sheriff  Weatherbee’s  mail  tripled  over  night.  The  mail  of  the  editor  of  the 
Bugle  grew  so  large  and  ridiculing  that  that  worthy  became  confused  and  for  a week 
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more  or  less,  the  inhahitaiUs  of  Hrodney  went  without  their  morning  paper.  As  for 
tlie  third  member  of  the  triumvirate,  his  actions  were  inllucnced  by  a broad  sense  of 
humor. 

Phi  Delta  Gamma  rejoiced.  'I'heir  plan  was  the  one  that  had  caused  all  the 
e.xcitement  and  had  forced  the  “ten  o’clock"  edict  into  non-e.xistence.  With  good 
reason  they  felt  proud  of  one  Dick  'I'hornton  ami  regarded  him  in  the  light  of  a hero. 
He  was  champion  of  the  rights  of  the  college. 

.•\t  the  next  meeting,  every  member  that  could  get  there  short  of  committing 
murder,  was  present.  The  meeting  hall,  with  its  stone  firej)lace  and  elk’s  head,  was 
crowded.  The  chairman  hoisted  Dick  Thornton  to  the  j)latform  ’mid  a salvo  of 
cheers. 

“Speech!  .Speech!"  cried  the  members  in  unison. 

“Well,  really,  fellows — ,’’  began  Dick.  He  was  interrupted  by  the  sharp  ring 
of  the  doorbell,  the  stamp  of  heavy  feet,  and  loud  authoritative  voices. 

The  Phi  Delta  Gamma-ites  looked  at  each  other.  Every  member  nearlv,  was 
pre.sent.  Were  they  discovered? 

.\n  apj)alling  silence  lasted  for  a moment.  Then  the  sergeant-at-arms  slowly 
opened  the  door.  In  marched  three  burly  expressmen  carrying  a huge  wooden  box. 

“Sign  here,”  grunted  the  foremost  extending  his  blank  book,  “Message  inside." 

As  soon  as  the  expressmen  had  left,  three  students  attacked  the  box  with 
hammers,  saws,  and  hatchets.  The  air  was  fdled  with  splinters  and  the  screeching 
noise  of  cracking  boards.  After  five  minutes  of  nerve-racking  waiting  the  box  was 
finally  demolished,  and  there  stood  resplendent  in  l)right  colors — a hurdy  gurdy! — a 
hurdy  gurdy  with  a big  label  pasted  on  it  addressed  to  Richard  Thornton,  and  a 
message  attached  which  read, — “Music  hath  its  charms.  Bygones  are  bygones,  and 
I wish  you  the  best  of  luck.”  .S.  N.  O.SGOOD. 

While  the  Phi  Delta  Gamma-ites  gazed  at  their  latest  contribution  dumb- 
founded and  amazed,  from  far  off  came  the  distant  sound  of  a hurdy  gurdy  playing 
that  well  known  air  which  has  to  do  with  the  improbability  of  further  rain. 


Finis. 
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Snow  Royal 

Bernard  F.  Devlin,  ’26 

Gloom!  The  sun  was  just  setting,  and  the  rough-walled  cell,  gloomy  enough  in 
broad  daylight,  was  now  downright  dismal  and  nearly  darkened.  The  somber  light 
of  the  dying  sun  struck  across  the  cell  from  the  little  square  (it  could  hardly  be  called 
a window)  high  in  the  western  wall,  and  outlined  a pale  yellow  circle,  not  unlike  a 
halo,  in  the  opposite  corner.  Here  on  the  damp,  mossy  flagstones  that  floored  the 
prison  lay  a collie,  his  soft  brown  eyes  raised  toward  the  square  in  the  wall  with  a 
longing  that  only  an  imprisoned  being  can  feel.  Snow  Royal  was  a splendid  animal. 
Even  in  this  faint  light  his  silken  coat  gleamed  white,  offering  an  unexpected  contrast 
to  his  dank  surroundings.  For  Royal  was  proud  of  his  fur,  as  all  collie-dogs  are,  and 
would  sit  stroking  it  for  hours  at  a time  with  his  long  tongue.  Unlike  man,  he 
did  not  become  slothful  simply  because  he  was  hidden  from  the  outside  world. 
Xot  a single  day  passed  but  what  he  washed  himseff  thoroughly.  His  muzzle  was 
rather  broad  for  a collie,  and  his  wine-colored  eyes  were  set  far  apart  in  an  immensely 
large  head,  giving  him  an  appearance  of  intelligence  beyond  that  of  a dog. 

Just  now,  however,  with  one  ear  up  and  the  other  down,  he  looked  more  like  a 
wistful  puppy  than  the  old  thoroughbred  that  he  was.  Old?  Well,  can  one  spend 
two  w'hole  years  in  prison,  and  still  feel  frisky?  The  dog  counted  each  day  a year, 
so  you  can  see  that  he  was  by  no  means  young.  Queer  thing,  a dog  in  prison.  A 
criminal?  Absurd,  an  animal  is  incapable  of  crime.  That  is  within  a man’s  power 
alone.  Something  stirred  in  the  darkness.  The  dog  looked  up,  sighed,  and  turned 
over  on  his  side. 

Visions.  The  poor  dog  was  always  seeing  them.  Pleasant  visions  they  were, 
but  torturing  to  him.  He  saw  Snow  Royal  as  he  had  been,  the  pride  of  his  master’s 
kennels.  Master  had  loved  all  his  dogs,  but  he  had  been  the  only  one  of  them  that 
had  ever  been  allowed  into  Master’s  study.  Oh,  how  marvellous  was  that  room! 
Memories  of  it  drifted  back  to  him  like  the  fragrant  smoke  of  the  smoldering  pine- 
logs  before  which  he  had  so  often  lain : the  dull,  glittering  andirons,  the  warm,  smooth 
hearthstones;  the  heavy,  richly-bound  books  that  adorned  one  wall;  the  ancient, 
slow-ticking  clock  in  the  corner;  the  two  skins  on  the  spotted  floor,  one  spotted,  the 
other  almost  as  white  as  his  own,  the  rifles  crossed  over  the  fire-place,  and  directly 
beneath  on  the  mantle-piece,  two  pictures,  one  of  them  his  own.  Ilis  picture! 
How  proud  he  had  been  of  it!  Olten  Master  would  take  it  down  and  show  it  to  him! 
With  his  big  head  on  Master’s  knees,  he  would  gaze  upon  his  miniature  counterpart 
with  such  intelligence  that  Master  would  laugh  and  give  him  a gentle  push.  He 
liked  to  hear  Master  laugh.  How  he  missed  his  voice!  Then  he  would  curl  up  at 
Master’s  feet  and  stare  into  the  lire,  and  see  all  sorts  of  wonderful  things  in  the  red 
and  blue  flame.  And  when  Master  had  opened  his  book  and  lighted  his  pipe,  he 
would  kick  off  his  slii)pers  and  bury  his  feet  in  .Snow  Royal’s  warm  fur.  It  pleased 
Royal  to  have  Master  use  him  for  a rug  instead  of  that  white  skin!  Soon  the  book 
would  dro]),  the  pipe  burn  out,  and  he  and  Master  would  doze. 

.Among  Master’s  friends  was  a young  fellow  called  Laurie.  Master  was  very 
fond  of  him,  and  so  was  Royal.  Often,  when  Master  was  not  in,  the  light-haired 
young  man  would  come  into  the  study  and  stretch  himself  out  in  Master’s  arm- 
chair, smoke  Master’s  cigars,  and  drink  Master’s  wine.  And  when  Master  came  in, 
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he  would  slap  Laurie  on  the  hack  and  lake  oul  a deck  of  cards.  Laurie’s  voice,  soft 
al  times,  would  rise  to  a harsh  note  when  a card  was  accidentally  turned  over,  and 
change  to  crowing  trium])h  when  he  made  a brilliant  play.  Now  Master  seemed  to 
like  this  sideplay  of  hot  temper,  and  thought  it  becoming  to  a youth.  Hut  the  dog 
did  not  like  it.  .\nimals  interpret  human  feelings  by  lone,  not  by  words,  and  are 
thus  never  deceived. 

One  evening  in  late  November,  while  Master  was  gone  to  town  and  .Snow  Royal 
was  half  asleep  in  the  arm-chair,  the  study  door  was  roughly  opened,  and  in  stamped 
Laurie.  He  was  muttering  to  himself  and  did  not  take  off  his  hat  as  usual.  The 
dog  looked  at  him  and  turned  away  in  disgust  at  this  seemingly  uncalled-for  fit  of 
temper.  The  next  instant  he  felt  the  blow  of  a cane  across  his  back  and  was  shoved 
roughly  to  the  floor,  and  very  nearly  into  the  lire. 

“Curse  you,  get  out  o’  here!’’  cried  the  young  mad-man.  Snow  Royal  looked 
sulky,  but  he  had  resolved  long  ago  never  to  lose  his  temper  as  Laurie  did.  It 
was  too  ridiculous.  Besides,  he  was  Master’s  friend.  The  youth  threw  himself  into 
the  chair,  coat,  hat,  and  all,  and  continued  to  mutter.  .Suddenly  he  arose  with  an 
oath,  and  strode  to  the  mantle-piece.  There,  beside  the  dog’s  picture,  was  another, 
framed  in  heavy  silver  and  studded  with  designs.  Master  had  always  looked  at 
this  picture,  whenever  he  would  take  down  Royal’s  to  show  it  to  the  dog.  Once  the 
collie  had  taken  his  eyes  off  his  own  picture  long  enough  to  glance  at  the  other.  It 
was  the  photograph  of  a beautiful  woman.  Not  that  Snow  Royal  was  the  least 
interested  in  women,  beautiful  or  otherwise;  in  fact  he  despised  them  as  weak, 
drivelling  creatures.  But  Master  seemed  to  admire  the  picture  so  much  that  the 
dog  felt  that  he  could  bear  to  have  it  stand  beside  his  on  the  mantle-piece,  though  he 
felt  many  a pang  of  jealousy. 

Laurie  seized  this  picture  in  both  hands,  looked  lovingly  on  it  for  a brief  instant, 
and  then,  with  a terrible  throaty  curse,  dashed  both  pictures  to  the  hearth-stones, 
where  they  splintered.  Little  did  Snow  Royal  know'  or  care  about  love  affairs,  but 
he  did  know'  that  ^Master  w'ould  be  angry  when  he  came  in.  Master  seldom  was 
angry,  but  w'hen  he  was,  he  was  truly  so.  It  was  not  often  that  the  two  friends 
quarreled,  although  that  w'as  not  Laurie’s  fault;  and  so  now,  fearing  to  witness  a 
painful  episode,  the  dog  crept  under  the  couch.  Oh,  would  to  Heaven  he  had  not! 

He  heard  Master’s  steps  on  the  stairs  outside,  heard  the  door  open,  heard  a 
fiendish  yell,  a shot,  a cry  of  pain,  and  looked  up  to  see  Master  fall  to  the  floor  heavily. 
The  dog  was  upon  Laurie  in  an  instant,  but  too  late.  The  deed  was  done.  Master 
never  rose  again,  never  even  said  good-bye  when  he  left.  Next  morning  they  took 
Laurie  away,  and  decided  to  put  the  slain  man’s  dog  in  the  same  cell,  as  a safe-guard 
against  possible  escape. 

Light  daw'ned,  grew,  lightened  the  cell — somewhat.  But  the  dim  gray  was  little 
less  dreary  than  utter  darkness,  .^t  least,  in  the  darkness,  one  might  not  see  the 
w'alls  about  him. 

There  was  a stir  in  the  corner,  and  a yawn;  and  there,  leaning  on  one  elbow  in 
his  cot,  lay  a tow-headed  youth,  gazing  u[)  at  the  window.  A husky  voice  uttered, 
“Daw'n  again!’’  How  many  times  he  had  said  those  two  words  in  exactly  the 
same  way!  And  when  night  settled,  he  would  croak,  “Darkness  again!’’  At  dawn 
he  would  pray  for  darkness,  at  darkness  for  daw'n. 

Winter  had  gone,  come,  and  gone  again  -outside.  Inside,  one  could  always 
see  his  breath.  When  he  had  first  entered  the  cell,  they  had  seemed  more  lenient 
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with  him  than  with  ordinary  prisoners,  perhaps  because  of  his  youth.  They  had 
brought  him  a comb  and  a razor,  without  any  hesitation.  If  he  had  wished  to  kill 
himself  with  the  razor,  why,  that  was  his  affair,  and  it  would  save  the  warden  five 
shillings  for  his  execution.  After  the  first  week  of  imprisonment,  however,  he  con- 
sidered himself  very  lucky  if  he  received  one  meal  a day. 

The  prisons  of  Europe,  even  in  England,  were  at  that  time  far  from  being  sys- 
tematic. The  gaoler  brought  the  prisoners  their  food  whenever  he  had  any  spare 
time,  and  he  seemed  always  to  be  busy.  If  his  wife  cooked  something  which  he  did- 
n’t like,  such  as  bean  soup,  the  prisoners  would  have  it.  If  he  felt  too  tired  in  the 
morning  to  walk  to  the  main  prison,  the  prisoners  would  survive  throughout  the  day 
on  fresh  air — fresh  if  they  were  confined  in  one  of  the  “lighter  cells.’’  Laurie,  how- 
ever, was  in  a death-cell. 

Once  in  two  or  three  years  a magistrate  and  his  staff,  who  knew  something  of 
crime  (probably  from  personal  experiences)  would  visit  the  prison,  hold  a mock  trial, 
and  be  paid  for  having  a prisoner  put  to  death.  The  magistrate  was  called  the  “jus- 
tice.” Laurie  remembered  the  first  month  of  his  imprisonment,  when  this  visit  had 
been  made,  and  two  of  his  fellow-criminals  had  been  sent  “from  the  frying-pan  into 
the  fire.”  He  had  climbed  to  the  cell  window  and  looked  down.  The  condemned 
men,  two  great  hairy  fellows,  had  been  led  across  the  yard  to  the  annex,  reeling  un- 
steadily as  they  went,  and  gazing  with  a longing  despair  up  at  their  cells.  Some 
minutes  later  a black  flag  was  unfurled  from  the  tower  of  the  annex,  and  Laurie  fell 
back  into  his  cell  with  sickening  weakness.  It  was  then  he  had  sworn  never  to  be 
led  across  that  yard.  He  reasoned  with  himself.  It  could  surely  be  of  no  benefit 
to  his  departed  friend  that  he  remain  in  prison.  But  he  would  be  committing  an- 
other crime  in  breaking  out  and  escaping  justice.  But  what  mattered  another  to  a 
murderer?  A murderer?  What  a heinous  name!  Nevertheless,  that  was  what  he 
was,  and  that  was  what  he  would  hang  for.  No,  No!  He  would  not  hang.  Impos- 
sible! He  would  force  his  way  out,  kill  the  gaoler  if  necessary,  but  he  would  not 
hang!  He  would  be  free! 

These  rebellious  outbursts  gradually  gave  way  to  dogged  endeavor.  He  realized 
first  of  all  that  he  must  renew  his  friendship  with  Snow  Royal,  for  he  saw  it  would  be 
impossible  to  escape  if  the  dog  were  his  enemy.  At  first  this  had  been  a difficult  task 
for  the  slayer  of  the  dog’s  master.  The  collie  would  snarl  at  him,  and  for  days  at  a 
time  he  was  afraid  to  leave  his  cot,  lest  he  be  bitten  on  the  legs  by  Snow  Royal. 
One  day,  however,  after  he  had  purposely  starved  the  dog  for  three  days,  he  called 
Royal  to  him.  The  dog  showed  his  teeth,  and  remained  motionless,  but  hunger  soon 
overcame  his  other  feelings,  and  he  suffered  himself  to  be  fed.  After  this  he  came 
closer  to  be  patted,  and  even  lay  at  the  foot  of  the  little  cot  sometimes.  Laurie’s 
w’as  a half-hearted,  selfish  friendship;  that  of  the  dog,  sincere.  Laurie’s  pats  and 
caresses  were  received  in  good  faith  and  returned  doubly.  .Such  is  an  animal, — to 
be  deceived,  not  to  deceive. 

The  young  prisoner  plucked  uj)  h()])e  now,  and  told  himself  that  he  could  not 
afford  to  become  physically  weak,  if  he  were  some  day  to  make  his  escape.  .So  he 
exercised  every  day,  sometimes  very  strenuously.  When  he  arose  in  the  morning  he 
would  lift  his  iron  cot  to  his  shoulders  and  carry  it  about  the  cell  for  a half  hour. 
I'hen  he  would  take  one  of  the  granite  blocks  which  he  had  dug  out  of  the  floor,  and 
toss  it  up  to  the  ceiling,  catching  it  as  it  descended  like  a cannon-ball.  He  kej)t 
count  of  the  number  of  times  he  dropped  it,  and  of  late,  it  had  become  surprisingly 
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small.  At  other  times  he  would  wrestle  with  Snow  Royal,  often  succeeding  in  hold- 
ing him  Hat  on  his  hack,  with  one  hand  on  his  throat.  The  dog  never  bit,  hut  always 
put  up  a strong  battle  against  the  youth.  They  were  the  best  of  friends  now. 

On  this  day  of  early  spring,  he  stretched  himself  and  smiled  as  he  lifted  the  dirty 
covering  of  his  cot.  There  between  the  folds  of  the  threadbare  blanket  lay  a razor, 
worn  to  a strip  by  the  friction  of  steel  upon  steel.  Its  edge  was  nicked  saw-like. 
Day  after  day  the  young  prisoner  had  filed  at  the  iron  bars,  and  last  night  he  had  cut 
the  last  one  through. 

That  day  he  did  not  exercise.  He  could  not,  he  was  too  nervous.  He  ate  only 
because  he  knew  that  great  deeds  are  never  accomj)lished  on  an  empty  stomach. 
He  paced  the  floor.  He  struck  his  hands  together,  and  sighed  imi)atiently.  Would 
darkness  never  come?  At  last  the  cell  was  gloomy  again,  and  he  knew  that  the  sun 
was  about  to  set.  With  nervous  fingers  he  stood  his  cot  on  end  and  climbed  to  the 
window. 

Low  in  the  pale-blue  sky  hung  the  crimson  sun,  like  a huge  oriental  lantern, 
and  around  and  about  it  lay  a host  of  wispy  pink  and  white  clouds,  escorting  the 
ancient  monarch  to  his  bed.  To  the  left  lay  an  open  field  surrounded  by  woodland, 
and  from  the  near  edge  of  the  wood  emerged  a narrow  stream.  Winding  and  twisting 
it  hurried  past  and  disappeared  at  the  far  end,  delving  deep  into  the  woods,  as  if 
mortally  afraid  of  having  come  so  near  the  prison. 

On  the  right  lay  the  town,  a pretty  spectacle,  with  its  group  of  small  houses 
hugging  the  parish  church,  their  myriads  of  polished  windows  all  ablaze  with  the 
fire  of  the  sun. 

Tears  of  joy  dimmed  the  youthful  prisoner’s  eyes.  How  lovely  was  the  world! 
After  two  years — freedom.  Even  as  he  gazed,  the  sun  made  a glorious  bow  and  dis- 
appeared, leaving  the  pretty  scene  in  a cheerless  dusk. 

Laurie  wedged  a hand  and  shoulder  between  the  two  middle  bars,  and  pushed. 
They  bent  a little.  He  pushed  again  and  got  both  shoulders  through.  He  remained 
at  the  window  while  the  stars  appeared  one  by  one  in  the  clear  sky.  His  plan  of 
escape  was  simple.  He  would  leap  from  the  window  at  nine  o’clock,  a time  when 
he  knew  the  warden  and  his  sons  to  be  abed,  crawl  across  the  dusty  yard  to  the  wall, 
and  scale  it.  He  was  sure  that  that  would  be  easy,  for  he  was  in  the  best  of  trim. 
Once  outside  he  would  follow  any  plan  which  might  occur  to  him.  If  detected  be- 
fore he  reached  the  wall,  -well,  he  had  his  razor. 

The  church-bell  struck  nine  times.  A foot  was  pushed  through  the  twisted 
bars,  followed  quickly  by  a body,  and  Laurie  quivering  with  excitement,  found  him- 
self seated  on  the  narrow  stone  sill  of  his  cell  window.  He  looked  down,  and  shud- 
dered. In  the  moonlight  everything  looked  different.  He  had  estimated  the  drop 
at  about  thirty  feet;  it  certainly  looked  fifty.  He  felt  weak,  uncertain,  and  grasped 
the  bars  tighter.  He  couldn’t  leap  that  distance,- -impossible.  A cold  sweat  broke 
out  on  his  forehead,  and  he  felt  chilled  in  his  thin  clothes.  He  even  thought  of  going 
back  to  his  cell  and  of  waiting  until  some  other  night.  But  then  it  might  be  too  late! 
What  if  the  “justice”  should  come  tomorrow? 

The  bell  struck  again.  Time  was  flying!  The  prisoner  let  himself  over  the  edge 
of  the  sill  gripping  the  cold  bars  in  an  icy  grasj).  A quick  rasping  breath,  a scraping 
of  cloth  against  rough  stone,  a thud — and  a moan.  For  a long  time  the  youth  lay  in 
a crumpled  heap  on  the  ground.  Then  he  raised  himself  on  his  hands,  and  gazed 
with  horror-stricken  eyes  at  his  legs — both  broken.  Biting  his  bloodless  lips  he  bcT 
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gan  to  crawl  toward  the  outer  wall.  If  he  could  only  make  it!  Nobody  had  yet — . 
A shadow  streaked  through  the  air  above  him,  and  the  prisoner  instinctively  covered 
his  head  with  his  hands.  A furry  body  struck  heavily  on  his  shoulders,  burying  his 
face  in  the  dust.  A bark  rang  out  through  the  stillness.  Snow  Royal!  ! ! Lights! 
In  another  instant  three  men  hurried  up  and  laid  hold  of  him. 

“It’s  219,  East,  quick!  He’s  hurt!  Bring  him  to  the  house.’’  He  heard  no 
more.  In  a warm  room  where  sat  the  warden  and  his  two  sons,  Laurie  regained 
consciousness.  Snow  Royal  had  been  lying  by  the  fire,  but  when  he  heard  his  friend 
turn  over,  he  bounded  toward  the  bed.  Laurie  turned  his  face  to  the  wall  again,  and 
his  body  was  shaken  with  sobs.  The  dog  hung  his  tail  low,  and  backed  away.  Why 
was  Laurie  so  cross  with  him?  He  had  jumped  just  as  far  as  he,  and  had  expected 
to  receive  at  least  some  word  of  praise,  if  not  a pat.  But  Laurie  would  not  even  look 
at  him!  ! ! 

Two  days  later  he  sat  on  the  steps  of  the  old  house,  musing  sorrowfully.  First 
Master  had  left  him  without  speaking,  and  now  Laurie  was  gone.  Tears  came  to 
the  dog’s  eyes.  He  was  sorely  perplexed. 

A solemn  bell  sounded  from  the  annex  of  the  prison.  As  the  dog  looked  up,  a 
flag  was  unfurled  from  the  turret-pole — a black  flag. 

Finis. 


Examinations  in  France 

Max  Levine,  ’07. 


Examinations  in  France  for  any  di- 
ploma or  degree  are  always  twofold: 
written,  and  oral.  After  the  candidates 
have  tried  the  searching  written  exam- 
inations, they  must  wait  two  or  three 
days  till  the  list  of  those  admitted  is 
posted.  Then  the  successful  ones  go 
through  even  more  searching  oral  ex- 
aminations before  a university  professor 
in  each  subject.  To  add  to  the  glory 
of  the  candidates,  their  relatives  and 
friends  are  cordially  invited  to  attend, 
as  the  Latin  poet  has  it,  “magna  comit- 
ante  caterva.’’ 

The  scope  of  my  article  does  not 
allow  me  to  compare  in  detail  the 
“lycee’’  with  our  high  school.  It  is 
sufficient  to  state  that  the  last  year  in 
a lycee  includes  the  Sophomore  work 
of  most  of  our  universities.  The  lad 
does  not  receive  any  diploma  from  his 
lycee,  but  must  pass  the  “State’’  ex- 
amination for  the  “baccalaureat,”  held 
in  the  various  academic  centres.  The 
possession  of  this  certificate  is  consid- 
ered thejgoal  of  all  secondary  school 


work.  Without  that  no  one  can  go  on 
in  the  higher  branches.  With  it  almost 
any  door  is  open  to  the  ambitious  boy. 
The  road  to  this  “degree’’  is  so  beset 
with  difficulties  (not  the  least  of  which 
is  the  pecuniary  side,  for  one  pays  to 
attend  the  lycee),  and  the  standard  is  so 
high,  that  not  many  boys  reach  the  goal. 
Those  who  do  are  considered  the  strong, 
intelligent  “men”  of  the  community. 
The  Latin  School  graduate  may  with 
reason  compare  favorably  his  diploma 
with  that  of  the  P'ronch  boy.  One  of 
our  former  graduates,  a doctor  in  a 
Pennsylvania  town,  was  showing  his 
diplomas  from  various  schools  and 
universities  to  an  admiring  group  of 
friends  last  year,  and  pointing  to  one  of 
the  i)archments,  he  said:  “I  sweated 
most  for  this  one,  the  Boston  Latin 
.School  diploma.”  The  Frenchman  will 
use  almost  the  same,  homely  expression 
about  his  examination,  the  “bachot”  he 
calls  it,  and  he  says:  “J’ai  sue  sang  et 
eau.” 

At  the  lycee  finals  the  spectators 
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may  and  do  bring  things  to  cat,  they 
unwrap  the  pai)cr  bundles  noisily,  they 
talk  amongst  themselves  as  to  this  or 
that,  and  follow  the  movements  of  their 
dear  Raoul  or  Etienne  with  eager,  ap- 
])reciative  eyes,  as  he  stands  uj)  at  the 
board  and  goes  through  some  problem 
or  other  for  that  horrid  old  examiner 
in  the  chair.  Just  that  one  man  stands 
between  their  precious  boy  and  success. 
Every  cpiestion  asked  by  the  examiner 
is  rejieated,  if  necessary,  by  one  spec- 
tator to  another  in  an  audible  whisper, 
and  if  mental  telepathy  could  do  its 
work,  the  boy  would  have  a dozen 
answers  just  begging  to  be  heard.  I 
wonder  how  many  of  the  audience 
could  answer  the  questions.^ 

Examinations  are  held  about  the 
first  two  weeks  in  July,  so  as  to  finish 
before  July  14th,  when  the  summer 
vacation  begins.  The  day  for  the  orals 
is  generally  hot,  and  when  the  poor  fel- 
low, all  excited  as  he  is,  up  very  early 
for  several  days,  probably  hungry  since 
the  meagre  breakfast  of  a piece  of  bread 
and  butter  and  a cuj)  of  weak  “coffee” 
or  chocolate,  gives  a most  extraordinary 
answer,  what  we  term  a “schoolboy 
howler,”  his  entire  family  tree  sighs  in 
despair.  Rarely  does  a boy  astonish  his 
professors  with  any  precious  wisdom, 
h'rom  what  I have  witnessed  and  from 
my  own  experiences,  I shall  go  so  far 
as  to  say  that  some  examiners  try  to 
find  out  what  the  candidate  does  not 
know,  and  they  are  highly  successful 
in  that  task.  In  some  localities  the 
reputation  of  such  and  such  a professor 
is  notorious  for  miles  around.  “They 
shall  not  pass!”  must  be  his  slogan. 
Xo  doubt  he  will  have  put  on  his  tomb- 
stone: “Oderinl  dum  metuant.”  Such 
tactics  remind  me  always  of  a certain 
passage  in  “Alice  in  Wonderland,”  a 
book  that  amuses  the  Erench  schoolboy 
very  much,  despite  the  difficulties  there- 
in. The  Hatter  is  testifying  before  the 


King:  he  is  pale  and  he  fidgets,  “(live 
your  evidence,”  said  the  King;  “and 
don’t  be  nervous,  or  I’ll  have  you  be- 
headed on  the  spot.”  'I'his  did  not 
seem  to  encourage  the  witness  at  all. 

Now  in  the  h'rench  university  the 
same  tense  situation  obtains.  Our  first 
written  examination  last  summer  was 
at  ().4,5  A.  I\E  This  was  to  avoid  the 
heat,  I was  told.  We  were  to  write 
till  noon.  I couldn’t  help  suggesting  to 
the  examiner  in  charge  that  (5. 00  A.  ]\E 
or  even  o.OO  A.  M.  w'ould  be  better,  if 
any  heat  were  to  be  avoided.  “Oh  no!” 
said  he,  “that  would  be  too  early,”  and 
he  was  serious.  My  readers  can  pos- 
sibly imagine  what  time  we  got  up  for 
the  two  days  of  written  examinations. 
At  any  rate,  less  than  half  of  the  candi- 
dates survived,  when  the  admissibility 
list  was  posted  in  three  days.  Then 
the  orals  began  before  three  professors, 
with  the  audience  in  the  background. 
The  spectators  always  consider  the 
university  orals  like  a good  show.  Some 
of  them  get  the  morning  off  at  their 
places  of  employment  (as  they  always  do 
for  funerals),  and  sit  around  the  exam- 
ination hall,  laughing  with  the  professors 
and  at  you,  to  your  eternal  mortification. 
You  vow  that  some  day  you  will  be  a 
spectator,  too.  Your  relatives  and 
friends  are  extremely  anxious  for  you; 
how  glad  they  are  when  you  escape  the 
trap  set  for  you  by  the  ogre  in  the  chair! 
how  they  grit  their  teeth  and  suffer 
when  you  get  caught! 

Naturally  I did  not  have  any  special 
“mourners”  jiresent,  so  I went  ahead 
quietly  and  matched  my  Boston  wits 
against  the  native  French  ingenuity. 
The  examiners  have  a wonderful  genius 
in  picking  out  some  little  thing  that 
they  said  in  class  last  October  or  Novem- 
ber; you  of  course  were  there,  and 
noted  it  at  that  time.  To  omit  the 
harrowing  details,  let  me  say  that  the 
candidates  took  turns  in  the  different 
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subjects  before  the  several  professors, 
and  for  four  hours  the  merry  battle 
went  on.  Then  all  but  the  professors 
left  the  hall,  each  one  of  us  commiserat- 
ing with  the  other.  One  always  remem- 
bers the  wrong  things  one  said.  Some  of 
the  candidates  were  in  tears,  some  were 
being  complimented  for  a brilliant  re- 
covery when  things  looked  dark. 

When  that  afternoon  the  final  lists 
were  posted,  I could  not  help  quoting 
those  famous  lines  so  often  declaimed 
by  our  boys: 

Of  a hundred  men  who  went  into  the 
fight, 

Numbered  but  twenty  that  answered 
“Here!” 

The  ratio  is  not  very  far  from  the 
truth. 

To  close  this  article  fitly,  I am  ap- 
pending a few  topics  given  last  year  to 
test  ability  in  writing  French,  the  mother 
tongue  of  course,  and  then  I finish  with 
the  scale  used  in  marking  in  French 
universities.  (I  translate) ; 

The  disappearance  of  hand-labor  in 
France  and  in  other  countries. 


The  principal  qualities  of  letter  writ- 
ing. 

Traveling  broadens  one’s  ideas;  but 
one  must  know  how  to  travel.  (Mon- 
taigne). 

W’hat  role  does  chance  play  in  life? 

There  is  a sort  of  shame  in  being  happy 
while  certain  miseries  still  exist.  (La 
Bruyere.) 

Ennui  has  come  into  the  world  through 
laziness.  (La  Bruyere.) 

Do  not  value  money  more  or  less  than 
it  is  worth:  it  is  a good  servant  and  a 
bad  master.  (Dumas  Fils.) 

Scale  for  Classes  of  Foreigners  only: 
50-55 — Passable, 

56-65 — Assez  bien. 

66-75 — Bien. 

76  and  above — Tres  Bien. 

Scale  for  French  students  and  Foreign- 
ers able  to  qualify: 

50 — Passable, 

60-70 — Honorable, 

Above  70 — Tres  Honorable. 

The  candidate  who  gets  a “Alention 
Honorable”  is  indeed  a “rara  avis,”  and 
in  the  vernacular*  he  is  a “phenix.” 


ALUMNI  NOTES 


The  following  news  from  Dartmouth 
is  sent  by  Kenneth  B.  Hill,  B.  L.  S.  ’21 
and  president  of  his  class: 

.\.  C.  C.  Hill  Jr.  ’21  is  a member  of 
the  Senior  governing  body  and  a member 
of  the  Dartmouth  Outing  Club. 

Kenneth  B.  Hill  ’21  is  on  the  ’varsity 
track  team  and  the  two-mile  relay  team. 

Robert  Dalrymple,  formerly  of  the 
B.  L.  S.,  who  was  captain  of  last  year’s 
cross-country  team,  is  now  a member  of 
the  ’varsity  team. 

.■\lbert  Fusonie  ’24  is  a first-string 
guard  on  the  Freshman  football  team. 

James  Sullivan  ’22  is  on  the  ’varsity 
golf  team. 

* it:  * 

Eliot  IM.  Bailen  ’22  has  been  elected 


to  the  Harvard  chapter  of  the  Phi  Beta 
Kappa. 

* * * 

The  Mary  Copley  Thaw  Fellowship  at 
Harvard  for  work  in  the  Peabody 
Museum  of  American  Archaeology  and 
Ethnology  has  been  awarded  to  Harry 

L.  Shapiro,  B.  L.  S.  ’19. 

* * * 

Harold  L.  Gleason  ’13,  who  received 
the  degree  of  A.  M.  from  Trinity  Col- 
lege last  June,  is  head  of  the  English 
Department  at  Kingswood  School,  West 
Hartford. 

* ♦ ♦ 

William  A.  O’Shea  ’1 1 was  married  re- 
cently to  Miss  Louise  McNamara, 
daughter  of  John  F.  McNamara. 
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GREEK 

CROSSWORD 

PUZZLE 


In  solving  use 
ONLY  Greek  char- 
acters. 


Answer  will  be 
printed  next  issue. 
The  names  of  those 
who  have  correctly 
solved  it  will  prob- 
ably be  also  prin- 
ted. 


DEFINITIONS  TO  GREEK  CROSS-WORD  PUZZLE 


Horizontal  51. 

1.  Letter  of  the  alphabet.  55. 


3. 

Mercenary. 

.56. 

9. 

Particle  used  in  conditions. 

.58. 

10. 

Preposition. 

11. 

Particle. 

.59. 

12. 

F'orm  of  "voice”  ^Elided  Homeric)’ 

61. 

13. 

Particle  in  oaths. 

64. 

14. 

As. 

67. 

1.5. 

Two  .Mphas. 

68. 

16. 

Book  read  in  Class  II. 

69. 

18. 

Day. 

71. 

23. 

Leader  (Homeric). 

72. 

24. 

As  soon  as. 

73. 

25. 

An  article. 

74. 

26. 

Form  of  “all  together”. 

28. 

Form  of  “strife”  (Homeric). 

29. 

Reins  (Homeric). 

31. 

Strength  (Homeric). 

1. 

32. 

Form  of  “island”. 

2. 

33. 

Indefinite  pronoun. 

Form  of  "having  loosed”. 

4. 

.34. 

.5. 

35. 

Subjunctive  of  "go”. 

8. 

.36. 

A perfect  ending  (3rd  person). 

7. 

37. 

A letter  of  the  Alphabet. 

8. 

42. 

Form  of  a pronoun. 

16. 

43. 

I conquer. 

17. 

44. 

Form  of  "greater”. 

19. 

4.5. 

F'orm  of  a pronoun. 

Subjunctive  of  "to  fill  full”. 

20. 

46. 

21. 

48. 

Prefix  for  Superlative  (Homeric). 
"Why.  pray?”  (Homeric). 

22. 

49. 

2.3. 

Wake. 

Form  of  “his”  (Homeric). 

Form  of  mortal. 

Preposition  meaning  "under” — 
elided. 

Form  of  "go  up”. 

Zeus-horn. 

Old  form  of  word  meaning  "I  am”. 
Form  of  "sacrifice”  (Homeric), 
ile  had. 

Two  Omicrons. 

First  plural  ending. 

Boar  f Homeric). 

You. 

Form  of  "black”. 

Vertical 

In  every  way. 

In  order  that. 

F'orm  of  "one  ’ (llomeric). 

Form  of  “sea”  (riomeric). 
Pronoun. 

Streams  (Homeric). 

All. 

Form  of  "unborn”  (Homeric). 

Nu  Oraicron. 

Form  of  "part”. 

Preposition  "to”. 

Form  of  "easy”  (Homeric). 
Participle  of  "ride”  (Homeric). 
F'orm  of  "arrogance”  (Homeric). 


27.  Always. 

28.  Greece. 

30.  Strength  (Homeric). 

33.  Form  of  "who”. 

33a.  Third  personal  pronoun. 

34a.  Form  of  "grain”. 

38.  Form  of  “one”. 

.39.  Prefix:  "far”  (Homeric). 

40.  Belly  (Homeric). 

41.  Fill  fui;  (Homeric). 

42.  Subjunctive  of  "shoot”. 

45.  Mountain. 

48.  Preposition  "in”  (Homeric). 

51.  Two  "pi's”. 

52.  Both  (Enclitic). 

53.  Same  as  No.  I.**. 

54a.  Under  (Elided). 

.56.  Usually  with  word  meaning  “but”. 
57.  He  went. 

.59.  Prefix  with  superlative. 

60.  New  land  (Homeric). 

61.  Zeus. 

62.  Form  of  ".send”. 

63.  Form  of  "see". 

64.  I am. 

65.  He  had  (Homeric). 

66.  In  order  that. 

69a.  Relative  pronoun  genitive. 

70.  Me  (elided). 

— By  Charles  F.  Ferguson  and 
G.  A . Chenoivelh 
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The  Club  Page. 


THE  DRAMATIC  CLUB 

The  cast  of  the  play  “Seven  Keys  to 
Baldpate”  which  is  to  be  presented  by 
the  Boston  Latin  School  Dramatic  Club 
has  been  selected,  and  rehearsals  are 
being  held  regularly.  The  date  of  the 
presentation  of  the  play  is  indefinite,  but 
we  expect  to  be  able  to  give  it  in  Febru- 
ary. The  budding  author,  William  Ma- 
gee, is  portrayed  by  Bob  Parks,  whose 
leading  lady,  Mary  Norton,  is  Vic  Crona. 
The  several  villains  include  Lazard  Seiff, 
who  plays  the  part  of  John  Bland,  a 
professional  crook;  A.  I.  Abramson, 
who  is  the  crooked  mayor;  and  Kelso 
Sutton  who  makes  a fine  “villainess”  in 
the  part  of  Myra  Thornhill,  the  black- 
mailer. Lou  Max,  the  mayor’s  assist- 
ant, is  enacted  by  Dave  Sachs,  and  Max 
Kozodoy  will  be  seen  as  Mr.  Hayden,  the 
president  of  the  railroad,  who  does  not 
hold  himself  aloof  from  crooked  dealings. 
J.  J.  Hayes  is  Mrs.  Rhodes,  the  charming 
widow,  and  Fisher  will  appear  as  the 
Chief  of  Police.  The  part  of  the 
ghostly  hermit  is  enacted  by  L.  Meyer. 
.‘\1  Kouroyen  will  be  the  owner  of  the 
inn,  and  the  parts  of  Mr.  Quimby,  the 
caretaker,  and  his  wife  will  be  taken  by 
J.  J.  Jarosh  and  Labowich  respectively. 

Under  the  tutelage  of  Mr.  Russo,  the 
play  is  progressing  rapidly,  and  the  club 
promises  a rare  treat  for  the  school  on 
that  great  night  in  February. 

* * * 

THE  DEBATING  CLUB 

Meetings  of  this  club  are  being  held 
every  Monday.  At  every  meeting  there 


is  an  interesting  debate,  and  the  Pro- 
gram Committee  promises  a better  de- 
bate each  week.  The  members  are  put- 
ing  the  polish  on  their  eloquence  in  pre- 
paration for  the  competition  for  the  de- 
bating team.  Challenges  have  been 
sent  out  and  all  that  are  sent  to  the  club 
will  receive  careful  consideration.  We 
will  probably  meet  on  the  platform  such 
schools  as  Dorchester,  Medford,  and 
Everett. 

Visitors  are  welcome  at  every  meeting. 
* * * 

THE  JUNIOR  DEBATING  CLUB 

Up  to  two  years  ago,  there  was  no 
school  activity  for  the  members  of  the 
Lower  School.  At  that  time  a Junior 
Debating  Club  was  organized  for  the 
younger  students.  This  is  the  third 
year  that  we  have  such  a club.  It  is 
open  only  to  members  of  Classes  IV  and 
V,  as  the  future  orators  believe  that 
those  in  Class  VI  are  far  too  youthful  to 
belong.  If  any  Freshman  or  Sub-Fresh- 
man entertains  hopes  of  ever  being  on 
the  Debating  Team  in  the  distant 
future,  the  best  way  for  him  to  prepare 

for  his  career  is  to  join  this  club. 

* * * 

THE  STAMP  CLUB 

The  Stamp  Club  is  again  under  the 
direction  of  Mr.  French  this  year.  At 
the  first  meeting  F.  Burnham  was  elect- 
ed president  and  J.  G.  Harris  was  chosen 
vice-president.  The  club  meets  every 
Wednesday  for  the  purpose  of  exchang- 
ing stamps.  A very  successful  year  is 
expected.  - -L.  11.  S. 
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Our  l)an(l  is  now  assured  us.  In  fact, 
it  has  already  had  several  rehearsals. 
On  Monday,  November  10th,  the  candi- 
dates were  called  to  the  Assembly  Hall. 
There  Mr.  Gardner  and  Mr.  Sardillo 
were  presented  as  our  band  instructors, 
both  men  are  Boston  .Symphony  Or- 
chestra plaj'ers.  Mr.  Gardner  gave  a 
short  talk  and  demonstration  on  the 
drum,  and  Mr.  .Sardillo  played  a selec- 
tion or  two  on  the  trombone,  both  show- 
ing their  ability  in  this  line.  Mr. 
O’.Shea,  director  of  music  in  Boston 
schools,  then  gave  a talk.  A great  num- 
ber of  fellows  desired  instruction  on  the 
saxaphone.  IMr.  O’.Shea  advised  them 
to  take  up  clarinet  instead.  He  said 
that  by  learning  to  play  the  clarinet,  one 
would  be  learning  to  play  two  instru- 
ments; for  he  could  easily  change  from 
clarinet  to  saxaj^hone.  This  change 
cannot  be  accomplished,  he  said,  vice 
versa.  He  also  added  that  all  well- 
known  saxa{)hone  players  have  learned 
first  to  play  the  clarinet.  As  a result  of 
this  advice,  the  number  of  saxaphone  as- 
pirants for  the  band  has  been  greatly 
reduced.  The  fellows  who  own  instru- 
ments have  already  laid  a firm  founda- 
tion, and  those  who  are  receiving  in- 
struction on  various  instruments  will,  as 
they  qualify,  strengthen  that  foundation. 
Mr.  Wagner  is  directing  the  work,  so  we 
ought  to  have  a splendid  military  band 
by  next  spring. 

4:  ^ 4: 

The  cheer  rally  jirior  to  our  victory  on 
Thanksgiving  Day  was  held  in  the  Ex- 
hibition Hall  at  noon,  November  2(i. 
Our  peerless  cheer-leader,  Kelso  Sutton, 
assisted  by  Gibbons,  led  cheer  practice. 
Mr.  Fitzgerald  spoke  lightly  about  the 


])robable  dreams  of  each  member  of  the 
team  of  glorious  victory  and  acclama- 
tion as  a hero.  He  then  dropped  into  a 
serious  vein  and  told  the  school  that  the 
fellows  of  the  scjuad  who  will  be  members 
of  next  year’s  team  are  those  who  at- 
tended practice  faithfully  every  day  and 
l)lodded  away,  not  looking  for  words  of 
praise  from  the  onlooker  but  finding 
their  encouragement  in  their  own  im- 
provement. 

Mr.  Campbell  spoke  a few  words  and 
then  presented  Mr.  O’Brien,  the  man 
who  coached  Latin  School  to  victory  for 
many  years  prior  to  1922. 

Our  ex-coach  said  that  it  is  the  type  of 
game  and  not  the  score  that  counts. 
Did  our  team  do  its  best?  is  the  real 
question  to  ask  after  the  game.  He 
reminded  us  that  it  would  be  the  amount 
of  support  given  by  the  cheering  section 
which  would  decide  the  morrow’s  game 
and,  as  later  events  proved,  we  certainly 
heeded  his  advice. 

We  sang  “On  the  Field  of  Man  y 
Colors’’  accompanied  on  the  trumpet  by 
Drum-Major  Benjamin.  Then  we  left 
the  hall,  brimming  with  expectant  hopes. 

* * * 

Now  that  football  season  is  over,  we 
focus  our  attention  on  track,  and  rightly 
so,  for  such  veterans  as  Holzman,  Hoye, 
Wildes,  Finklestein,  Horwitz,  Epstein, 
F.  O’Brien,  and  the  three  Sullivans, 
make  the  future  look  fairly  bright. 

Last  year’s  hockey  team  is  still  with 
us.  It  will  be  easy  to  pick  a fine  team 
from  such  material  as  Foster,  Neal, 
Minton,  McGrath,  Martin,  and  Donag- 
hy.  Donaghy  is  captain  this  year. 
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The  following  appeared  in  the  Boston 
Traveler  of  recent  date; 

Henry  Pennypacker,  ’88,  of  Cambridge, 
former  star  weight  thrower,  with  a 
national  reputation  as  an  educator,  has 
been  selected  by  the  Harvard  Corpora- 
tion, as  well  as  approved  by  the  board 
of  overseers,  as  the  new  chairman  of  the 
Harvard  athletic  committee. 

Pennypacker  is  the  father-in-law  of 
Guy  Richards,  husky  Yale  tackle,  whose 
sister  married  Tom  Pennypacker,  former 
crimson  track  star. 

Pennypacker  waswidely  known  as  head- 
master of  Boston  Latin  and  a prominent 
figure  in  the  education  of  the  youth  be- 
fore he  came  to  Harvard,  where  he  now 
is  chairman  of  the  committee  on  admis- 
sion. 

President  Lowell  presented  his  name 
as  chairman  of  the  Harvard  athletic  com- 
mittee to  both  official  bodies  and  it  met 
with  instant  approval.  The  new  chair- 
man won  his  laurels  as  an  athlete  when 
he  captured  the  intercollegiate  shotput 
title  in  1888,  before  Harvard  and  Yale 
settled  their  track  differences  dually. 

* * * 

Christmas  Vacation!  Sounds  good. 
If  we  have  done  our  best  and  are  passing, 
let  us  rest  for  a week.  Some  of  us,  no 
doubt,  will  work  during  vacation,  but 
even  that  will  be  a rest  by  comparison. 
It’s  the  best  part  of  the  year.  Let’s 
take  advantage  of  it! 


LETTERS  TO  THE  EDITOR 

To  the  Editor  of  the  Register, 

Sir : 

Is  any  student  eligible  for  a posi- 
tion on  the  Register  Staff?  What  are 
the  conditions  necessary  for  admis- 
sion? 

Answer: 

Any  student  in  any  class  but  VI  or  V 
is  eligible  for  a position  on  the  Register. 
To  be  admitted  to  the  Staff,  the  appli- 
cant must  not  have  been  censured  during 
the  present  school  year.  He  must  con- 
tribute either  literary  matter  or  adver- 
tisements; he  will  be  judged  on  the 
merits  of  his  literary  material,  or  on  the 
number  of  pages  of  advertisements  se- 
cured. 

* * * 

To  the  Editor  of  the  Register, 

Sir: 

Are  there  any  fraternities  in  the 
Latin  School?  If  so,  how  may  I be- 
come a member? 

Answer: 

Mr.  Campbell,  our  headmaster,  has 
forbidden  any  Latin  School  society  to  be 
formed  to  which  any  student  of  the 
school  can  not  be  admitted.  This,  of 
course,  is  in  keeping  with  the  democratic 
principles  of  our  school.  However,  we 
understand  that  there  is  a fraternity 
composed  of  Latin  School  boys,  but  that 
it  has  no  connection  in  any  way  with 
the  school. 


iBest  hJisilies  for  a 
ilerrp  Cfiristmag  anb  a ?|appj> 

^ear. 

^taff. 


The  annual  game  with  English  High  was  played  on  Thanksgiving  clay  before 
15,000  people.  The  weather  was  ideal  for  the  big  game,  but  the  field  was  very 
slippery,  and  this  tended  to  make  the  chances  of  scoring  liad. 

During  the  later  part  of  September  and  the  first  few  weeks  of  October  the  most 
partial  fan  could  hardly  say  that  we  would  beat  English  High  this  year.  However 
the  team  stock  took  a remarkable  j ump  after  the  Trade  game  and  we  entered  the 
game  a slight  favorite  over  English  as  a result  of  the  large  score  that  we  had  run  up 
on  Mechanic  Arts.  But  it  is  a well  known  fact  that  both  teams  rise  to  their  greatest 
heights  on  Thanksgiving  Day  and  while  our  team  was  vastly  superior  to  the  team 
that  wore  the  crimson  shirts  in  the  first  few  games  so  was  English  High.  This  ac- 
counts for  the  close  game  and  score.  Both  teams  went  on  the  field  feeling  that  they 
were  going  to  win  and  a great  game  it  was.  Neither  team  showed  any  marked  su- 
periority over  the  other,  but  Latin  School  played  a bit  the  smarter  football,  used  brain 
with  its  brawn,  and  therein  lies  the  story  of  the  score. 

English  High  had  blocked  a placement  kick,  but  it  was  recovered  by  Wilson  of 
our  school.  On  the  next  play  another  field  goal  was  attempted,  and  this  time  the 
ball  was  touched  by  an  English  forward  and  rolled  across  the  line.  It  was  now  a 
free  ball  on  account  of  its  being  touched  by  English  High,  but  nobody  seemed  to 
know  this  but  Gildea.  While  Kelleher  and  his  teammates  were  standing  about  it 
Gildea  threw  himself  on  the  ball,  and  the  referee  correctly  ruled  it  a touchdown  for 
Latin  School.  The  seventh  point  was  scored  because  English  was  offside  on  the  at- 
tempt. After  the  next  kick-off  English  High  had  its  one  chance  of  the  day  to  score 
after  a penalty  for  holding  had  brought  the  ball  to  Latin’s  twenty-yard  line.  One 
rush  made  three  yards,  but  all  hopes  for  a score  vanished  when  the  ball  was  brought 
back  to  the  thirty-five-yard  line  after  another  penalty  for  holding.  Aside  from  these 
attempts  to  score,  the  game  was  played  for  the  most  part  in  the  centre  of  the  field. 
Donaghy,  who  proved  himself  one  of  the  best  backs  of  the  season,  was  handicapped 
by  the  slippery  field.  However,  he  broke  through  twice  for  substantial  gains. 

It  was  a great  game  to  win,  but  most  of  the  credit  for  the  score  must  go  to  Wil- 
son and  Gildea,  Wilson  who  made  it'iiossible  to  try  the  kick,  and  Gildea  who  showed 
great  alertness  and  football  knowledge  in  recovering  the  ball.  Captain  Gildea  qJosed 
a fine  career  as  a football  player  at  this  school  in  a fine  way.  Minton  gave  Donaghy 


CHART  OP  Boston  hat/n—  bnoi-/ sh  h/gh  gamb.  . 

O s >0  IS  20  zs  30  3S  Jjo  SO  3S  ZO  IS  /O  ^ O 


SYMBOLS  POR  CHART 
£NGLI3  H BALL  = Q ‘-ATINBALl-^ 

" PUNT  = AAA  " PUNT= 

FORWARD  PAGG  = XXK  PENALTY^  WW 
= PtAT  PBSl/MBD 


SUMMARY  OP  /9-r  HALF 
Avf.LAT/N  PUNTS  = 2&  YDS 
•'  ENGLISH  “ -Z7YD5 
LATIN  RUSHED  30  YDS 
ENGLISH  " YDS 

NO  FIRS  T D OWNS  . 


SUMMARY  OP  half 
AYE.  LATIN  PUNTS  ‘ST  YDS 
//  ENGLISH  " =2.7  YPS 

LATIN  RUSHED  IS'O  YDS 
ENGLISH  'f  tS  Yds 

L ATIN  - I IP'  DO^NN  ENGLISH  - / P'.Oohm 


summary  of  game 
Aye.  lat/n  PUNTS  = 3/  yds 

'•  ENGLISH  '>  -27  YDS 

lAT/N  rushed  ■Z-Fo  yds 
ENGLISH  " Go  Yds 

English  aytempteo  R coiyiPLETED  / 
LATIN  " 3 YXX  " O 


Contributed  by  J.  G.  Sullivan,  ’2.') 
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(^wcns  backed  up  Ihc 
in  the  l)ackriel(l.  'Fhe 


and  Herbert  some  line  interference  on  offence,  while  he  and 
line  in  tine  style  on  defence.  IIerl)ert  also  played  a good  game 
whole  line  i)laved  well,  with  Parks  and  Sullivan  standing  out. 

Congratulations  are  to  be  given  to  the  whole  team  for  its  remarkable  come- 
back. A rather  bad  season  has  ended  in  glory. 

'I' he  summary; 


Latin 

O’Leary,  le 
Sullivan.  It 
Williams  * Ig 
Parks  c 
Colbert  rg 
Wilson  rl 
Ciildea  (Capt.)  re 
Herbert’  qb 
Donaghy  Ihb 
Minton  rhb 
Owens  fb 

Score  by  periods: 
Latin 


English 
re,  Davis 
rt,  Michaelson 
rg  Rudquist 
c Feno 
Ig  Regan.  (Ca])t.) 
It  Myerson 
le  McCarthy 
qb  Kelleher 
rhb  Roemer 
Ihb  Marr 
fb  Doherty 

0 0 7—7 


Touchdowns — Gildea.  Points  after  touchdown — Foul.  Substitutions — Latin — rt 
Wineberg;  Ig  Fisher;  rhb  Winer.  Finglish — rt  Gorman;  c Guber;  le,  Shehan; 
rhb,  Crossen;  fb.  Zide.  Referee — Doc  Mooney;  umpire — J.  J.  Woodlock;  head 
linesman — Tom  Kenney;  field  judge — Jim  Crowley.  Length  of  periods — 12  min. 


Students  of  Boston  Latin  School 
Will  find  the  Wright  & Ditson  Store  the 
hest  to  purchase  their  Athletic  Supplies 
of  all  kinds. 

We  specialize  in 
Winter  Sports  Equipment 
including 

SKATES,  FLEXIBLE  FLYERS, 
SKIS,  SNOWSHOES,  TOBOG- 
GANS, SWEATERS,  CAPS, 
STOCKINGS,  GLOVES, 
KNICKERS,  and  SHOES. 

Catalogue  free  to  any  address 

344  Washington  St., 
BOSTON 


THE  UNION 


Boston  Young  Mens’  Christian  Union 


48  BOYLSTON  STREET 


Frank  L.  Locke,  Pres’t  Charles  L.  Burrill,  Sec 

Library;  Evening  Classes;  Gym- 
nasium; Social  Service;  Employ- 
ment Department;  Camera  Club; 
Orchestra;  Mendelssohn  Singers; 
Hostess  Room,  Etc. 

SEND  FOR  CIRCULAR 


Please  Mention  “The  Register”  When  patronizing  our  advertisers. 
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Sidelights  of  the  Game 

'I'he  day  for  the  annual  pre-turkey  contest  was  excellent,  just  the  right  sort  of 
weather  to  inspire  our  scarlet-jerseyed  warriors  to  win. 

The  stands  were  full  of  people,  young  people  and  o.d  people,  teachers  and  stud- 
ents, fellows  and  girls,  alumni  and  their  better  halves.  Even  the  pigeons  were 
hovering  over  the  field  of  battle. 

What  a roar  from  the  stands  arose  when  the  Latin  team,  our  team,  trotted  out 
from  the  dugout!  Great  Scott,  we  thought  the  roof  rocked  with  the  echo  of  it. 

if;  ^ ^ 

We  missed  those  amusing  placards  that  appeared  in  former  years,  such  as  the 
cardboard  goat  on  wheels  with,  “We’ve  got  English’s  goat’’  painted  on  it  and  the 
witty  sayings  that  the  smallest  boy  in  Class  VI  used  to  display,  standing  on  the 
shoulders  of  the  cheerleaders. 

However,  we  enjoyed  that  little  comedy,  (which  may  well  have  been  entitled, 
“Humbled  English”)  that  was  enacted  before  us  during  the  halves  by  two  players, 
one  in  red  jersey,  the  other  in  blue.  The  blue-jerseyed  man  became  the  object  of 
boots,  kicks,  bangs,  and  finally  the  object  of  the  victor’s  headguard.  The  loser  ig- 
nominously  vanished  into  the  dugout. 

The  scarecrow,  composed  of  a broom,  a pair  of  pants,  a dark  blue  sweater  with 
a light  blue  E on  it,  tied  together  with  string  and  pins,  drew  many  laughs  at  poor  old 
English’s  expense. 

Capt.  Gildea  proved  his  alertness  all  right,  all  right!  The  first  time  he  fell  on 
the  ball  back  of  the  goal,  some  bright  lads  back  of  us  from  another  section  were  full 
of  caustic  comments  and  wise  cracks  such  as,  “Aw,  he  knocked  himself  out  when  he 
fell  on  the  ball!”  But  they  didn’t  laugh  when  the  joke  was  turned  on  them.  For 
Gil  made  the  winning  and  the  only  touchdown  of  the  game  by  his  alertness. 

IVe  notice  that: 

Latin  School’s  collective  chest  was  swelled  all  out  of  proportion. 

English’s  chest  was  corresj)ondingly  deflated. 

Latin  School  will  not  have  many  bachelor  graduates  judging  by  the  number  of 
the  fair  sex  clinging  to  Latin  .School’s  collective  arm. 

“Pinky”  Holleran,  this  year’s  Dartmouth  tackle,  was  given  a rousing  cheer  both 
l;y  his  class  and  Latin  School. 

Games  may  come  and  games  may  go  but  the  hot-dog  vender  goes  on  forever. 

Purple  feathers  were  stuck  in  Latin’s  hats. 

Purple  armbands  graced  many  arms  of  the  fair  sex. 

Pupils  meeting  teachers  dropi)ed  all  class  room  formality 

\ great  many  fellows  took  Fred  O’Brien’s  advice  and  after  the  game  was  over 
asked  with  a tantalizing  drawl  of  any  English  High  student  they  hapjiened  to 
meet  “Say  — er — how  many  years  is  it  now — er — since  English  has  won  a game  from 
Latin?”  That's  all. 
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The  first  league  game  of  the  year  was 
])layed  with  Commerce  at  Braves  Field 
on  October  29.  The  thought  was  preva- 
lent everywhere  except  at  the  Latin 
School  that  Commerce  would  win  by  a 
large  margin.  But  everybody  who  had 
seen  the  Quincy  game  realized  that  our 
team  had  at  last  started,  and  that  the 
existent  idea  that  Latin  School  would 
be  defeated  badly  was  all  wrong.  The 
score,  14-6,  indicates  a Commerce  vic- 
tory, but  does  not  tell  the  whole  story. 
Only  one  of  these  touchdowns  by  Com- 
merce was  deserved,  for  the  other  one 
was  scored  after  a bad  break  against 
Latin  School.  Only  once  besides  this 
was  Commerce  in  a position  to  score, 
while  Latin  School  was  thrice  inside  of 
Commerce's  2()-yard  line.  With  a little 
added  offense,  it  is  doubtful  to  say  what 
the  score  would  have  been.  But  leaving 


all  “ifs”  aside,  for  they  mean  but  little, 
the  first  chance  to  give  the  team  credit 
for  playing  a good  game  must  not  be 
passed  up.  It  was  “Toots”  Sullivan 
playing  at  end,  who  ran  ()5  yards  for  the 
first  touchdown  of  the  game,  and  of  the 
season,  for  Latin  School,  recovering  a 
Latin  fumble  on  his  own  35-yard  line 
and  running  05  yards  for  the  score,  after 
shaking  off  the  only  two  tacklers  be- 
tween him  and  the  goal  line.  Herbert 
proved  to  be  the  best  running-back  and 
made  frequent  gains,  while  his  tackling 
was  clean  and  hard.  Owens  and  Min- 
ton, in  the  game  mainly  because  of  their 
tackling  ability,  fully  lived  up  to  all  that 
was  expected  of  them.  Seliber,  playing 
at  end  for  the  first  time  this  year,  proved 
a “find”.  The  line,  that  place  of  hard 
work  and  little  glory,  showed  unexpected 
strength.  The  work  of  Parks  and  Col- 
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bert  was  especially  outstanding.  Wells 
played  a fine  game  and  frequently  threw 
the  opposing  backs  for  losses.  Donaghy, 
as  usual,  shone  as  a regular  “triple 
threat”  and  played  a great  game, 

Connolly  caught  the  opening  kick-off 
and  was  tackled  on  his  own  35-yard  line. 
Three  rushes  gave  them  a first  down,  but 
on  the  next  play,  after  being  thrown  by 
Sullivan  for  a loss  of  six  yards.  Commerce 
punted.  After  one  rush  the  kick  was  re- 
turned. Commerce  now  started  its 
fumbling  that  led  to  Latin's  first  touch- 
down. Three  times  the  ball  was  dropped, 
but  far  enough  behind  the  scrimmage 
line  to  allow  the  Commerce  backs  to 
fall  on  it.  After  an  exchange  of  punts. 
Commerce  rushed  the  ball  for  a first 
down,  and  the  quarter  ended,  first  down 
coming,  with  ball  on  Latin’s  35-yardline. 

Commerce  then  rushed  the  ball  twice 
for  no  gain,  and  on  the  next  play,  Sulli- 
van recovered  a fumble  and  ran  65  yards 
for  the  first  score.  Donaghy  missed  the 
point.  After  receiving  the  kickoff,  Her- 
bert ran  the  ball  back  about  15  yards  to 
the  2()-yard  line.  After  an  offside  penal- 
ty, Latin  School  punted  and  Commerce 
then  started  their  drive  for  the  goal  line. 
P'our  rushes  gave  them  first  down  on 
Latin's  7-yard  line,  and  on  the  next 
third  down,  Connolly  went  off  tackle  for 
six  points.  He  then  kicked  the  goal. 

Receiving  the  kickoff  again.  Commerce 
punted  after  rushing  the  ball  twice. 
Latin  School  then  started  a passing  game 
but  could  make  no  gains.  Wells  then 

B.  L.  S.  0- 

• 

On  November  7,  Latin  School  held  the 
Strong  Trade  School  to  a 0-0  tie  at  Tech 
P’ield  in  Brookline.  It  was  a very  warm 
day,  and  both  teams  resorted  to  a kick- 
ing game,  waiting  for  the  breaks,  so  as 
not  to  tire  the  backs  out.  Trade  was 
first  in  position  to  score  after  an  exchange 
of  punts  and  a fumble,  and  tried  a drop 
kick,  which  failed.  Latin  School,  with 
the  aid  of  Donaghy's  punts,  which  were 
considerably  better  than  his  opponent’s, 


recovered  the  ball  after  Donaghy  had 
attempted  a drop-kick;  and  a forward, 
Donaghy  to  Seliber,  brought  the  ball  to 
the  15-yard  line.  Here  Donaghy  again 
missed  a goal,  and  the  half  ended  with 
Commerce  in  possession  of  the  ball  on 
their  own  20-yard  line.  In  the  second 
half  both  teams  had  chances  to  score, 
with  Commerce  making  one  touchdown. 
Donaghy’s  punt  from  a close  formation 
was  blocked  early  in  the  third  quarter, 
and  after  bringing  the  ball  to  the  8-yard 
line,  through  penalties  it  was  finally 
obliged  to  kick  from  Latin’s  25-yard 
line.  Latin  School  then  kicked  out  of 
danger.  For  the  remainder  of  the  quart- 
er the  ball  was  rushed  by  both  teams  and 
the  period  ended  with  Herbert  going 
through  for  12  yards,  leaving  the  ball  on 
Commerce’s  35-yard  line. 

When  play  was  resumed.  Commerce 
intercepted  a forward,  and  on  the  next 
play  brought  the  ball  to  Latin’s  45-yard 
line.  After  two  line  plunges.  Commerce 
punted  and  recovered  on  Latin’s  20-yard 
line.  Commerce  then  went  off  left  end 
for  19  2-3  yards,  and  the  ball  was  put 
in  play  again  on  Latin’s  one  foot  line. 
Commerce  then  rolled  the  ball  over  the 
line  and  recovered  it  for  its  second  score. 
\ bad  kick  after  the  next  kickoff  gave 
Latin  School  the  ball  on  Commerce’s  25- 
yard  line.  .A  long  forward  pass  was 
missed  by  Wells  and  went  into  the  end 
zone.  The  ball  was  brought  out,  and  the 
game  ended  after  Commerce  had  twice 
rushed  the  ball  for  no  gain. 

B.  T.  S.  0 

then  started  up  the  field.  Each  ex- 
change of  kicks  gave  us  five  to  ten 
yards  and  we  had  the  ball  on  Trade’s 
3()-yard  line  as  the  first  period  ended. 
Herbert  oi)ened  the  second  half  by  going 
off  left  tackle  for  12  yards.  Trade  then 
got  out  of  a bad  hole  by  recovering  a 
fumble  and  kicked  to  midfield 

.Soon  after  this,  Latin  had  its  best 
chance  of  the  day  to  score.  .After  an 
exchange  of  punts,  Latih  .School  re-' 
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covered  a fumble  on  'I'rade’s  4()-yard 
line.  A forward  pass,  Donaghy  to  Her- 
bert, brought  the  l)all  to  the  25-yard 
line,  and  Donaghy  then  broke  through 
for  15  more  yards.  Hut  in  three  rushes 
Latin  School  had  gained  no  more  ground, 
so  another  drop  kick  was  tried,  with  the 
same  result  as  the  other  two.  Trade 
then  kicked  to  its  own  4()-yard  line.  The 
kicking  game  was  again  in  order,  and 
save  for  a gain  of  nine  yards  by  Owens, 
neither  team  made  any  substantial  gain 
till,  with  one  minute  to  go.  Trade  re- 
covered a Latin  forward  and  made  about 
20  yards  before  being  tackled  by  Owens. 
On  the  ne.xt  l)lay,  “Toots”  Sullivan 
blocked  a forward  pass  and  the  game 
ended  with  the  ball  on  Latin’s  45-yard 
line.  The  game,  as  1 have  said,  seemed 
rather  slow  because  of  both  teams  punt- 
ing so  much,  but  Latin  .School’s  team 
could  easily  be  seen  to  be  greatly  im- 
])roved.  Owens  made  several  good 
gains  and  backed  uj)  the  line  in  tine  style 
on  defense.  “Gus”  Herbert,  j)laying 
cjuarterback  for  the  first  time,  proved  a 
consistent  ground  gainer  and  handled 
the  team  in  fine  shape.  The  whole  team, 
in  fact,  played  well  and  is  to  be  congratu- 
lated for  holding  a supposedly  far  su- 
perior team  to  a tie. 

* * * 

B.  L.  S.  0— D.  H.  S.  7 
.Showing  the  best  team  that  it  has  had 
in  years,  Dorchester  fjigh  defeated  Latin 
School  7-0  on  November  11.  Dorchest- 
er is  one  of  the  best  teams  that  Latin 
School  has  played  this  year,  if  not  the 
best,  and  only  our  wonderful  defense  and 
good  share  of  luck  kejrt  the  score  down. 
The  game  was  j)layed,  for  the  most  i)art, 
in  Latin’s  territory,  and  Dorchester  was 
four  times  in  a position  to  score.  In  the 
first  half,  Dorchester  started  rushing  the 
ball  from  her  own  45-yard  line,  and  soon 
had  the  ball  on  our  10-yard  line.  Here  a 
penalty  for  holding  brought  the  ball  otu 
of  danger  and  Dorchester  tried  a droj) 
kick,  which  missed  the  uprights.  Both 
teams  then  started  to  punt,  and  Dor- 


chester started  its  next  drive  from  mid- 
field,  and  after  Beveridge  had  brought 
the  ball  to  our  25  yard  line  after  a long 
run,  a series  of  rushes  brought  the  ball  t<’ 
our  one  foot  line.  Here  good  luck 
stepped  in  to  save  us,  as  the  whistle  blew 
for  the  end  of  the  half.  It  was  certainlv 
a bad  break  for  Dorchester  High. 

Opening  the  second  half,  Beveridge 
again  reeled  off  another  long  run  and 
brought  the  ball  to  our  2()-yard  line. 
Then  Latin  School  suffered  a bit  of  barl 
luck  when,  after  blocking  Dorchester’s 
attempt  at  a droj)  kick,  Beveridge  re- 
covered the  ball  and  Dorchester  again 
had  the  ball  on  the  2()-yard  line  as  the 
third  period  ended.  In  two  rushes  Dor- 
chester had  the  ball  on  Latin’s  4-yard 
line,  but  here  our  line  took  a remarkable 
stand  and  held  Dorchester  for  downs. 
Latin  then  kicked  to  its  own  35-yard 
line  and  again  Dorchester  started  for  our 
goal  line.  Concannon  made  a long  gain 
to  the  18-yard  line.  Beveridge  then 
made  eight  more  and  Moulton  gave  Dor- 
chester first  down  on  our  5-yard  line  af- 
ter going  off  tackle  for  3 yards.  Con- 
cannon  brought  the  ball  to  the  one  yard 
line  and  on  the  next  play  Moulton  went 
across  for  the  hyie  score  of  the  day. 
A forward  pass,  Beveridge  to  Moulton, 
gave  them  the  seventh  point.  After  the 
next  kickoff,  Dorchester  made  a long 
run  and  seemed  likely  to  score  again, 
but  Latin  .School  recovered  a fumble,  and 
the  game  ended  with  the  ball  on  our  35- 
yard  line.  Our  backs  played  a fair  game, 
but  this  time  all  the  credit  for  kee])ing 
the  scoft  down  goes  to  the  line.  Every 
one  of  them  played  a great  game. 
Donaghy’s  tackles  on  the  open  field  were, 
as  usual,  spectacular. 

The  summary: 

Dorchester 
Nelson,  le 
Barry,  It 
Silverman,  Ig 
Minahan,  c 
O’Connell,  rg 
Golub,  rt 


Latin 

re,  Weinberg 
rt,  Lenin 
rg,  Colbert 
c.  Parks 
Ig,  Williams 
It,  Sullivan 
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Milligan,  re 
Moulton,  qb 
Concannon,  Ihb 
Beverage,  rhb 
McDonald,  fb 


le,  O’Leary 
qb,  Herbert 
rhb,  Donaghy 
Ihb,  Owen 
fb,  Minton 


* * * 

B.  L.  S.  27— M.  A.  H.  S.  2 
Getting  sweet  revenge  for  last  year’s 
defeat  and  running  up  the  largest  score 
in  two  years,  we  defeated  Mechanic 
Arts  High  27  to  2 on  November  19.  The 
game  was  all  Latin  School  and  Donaghy. 
It  was  Donaghy  who  paved  the  way  for 
three  of  the  touchdowns  by  his  long 
runs  and  forward  passes  and  his  long 
punts  gave  Latin  School  a decided  edge 
in  the  kicking  game.  The  first  score 
came  early  in  the  first  quarter  as  a result 


of  a 50-yard  runback  of  a punt  by  Dona- 
ghy which  brought  the  ball  to  our  15-yard 
line.  On  the  ne.xt  play  he  carried  the 
ball  the  remaining  distance  to  the  goal 
for  6 points.  O’Leary  was  the  hero  of 
the  next  score.  He  recovered  a fumble 
on  Latin’s  45-yard  line  and  brought  the 
ball  to  the  one  foot  line  before  being 
tackled.  It  was  hard  luck  to  lose  an 
opportunity  like  that,  but  as  Donaghy 
crossed  the  line  a second  time  on  the 
next  play,  all  the  credit  for  the  score 
must  go  to  O’Leary.  Herbert  made  the 
third  score  after  a third  long  run  by 
Donaghy.  The  last  count  of  the  day 
came  in  the  last  quarter  after  two  long 
forwards,  Donaghy  to  Owens,  and  Don- 
aghy to  Goode.  The  game  soon  ended. 


The  long  awaited  “arrival”  of  the  team  had  finally  come  to  pass,  the  team 
seemed  filled  with  an  entirely  new  spirit  and  displayed  proficiency  in  all  departments 
of  the  game.  Donaghy,  as  I have  said,  played  a wonderful  game,  but  a good  deal  of 
the  credit  for  his  long  runs  must  go  to  the  backs  and  ends  who  gave  him  great  inter- 
ference until  he  could  get  loose.  Herbert,  Minton  and  Owens  cleaned  out  the  op- 
posing secondary  defense  in  good  shape.  The  whole  team  played  fine,  with  Parks 
and  O’Leary  particularly  outstanding  in  the  line.  After  the  showing  in  this  game, 
Latin  School  will  go  into  its  big  game  with  English  High  on  Thanksgiving  Day 
on  even  terms,  and  should  have  a good  chance  to  win  the  game,  which  seemed  like 
an  impossible  thing  three  weeks  ago.  Gildea,  back  again  after  a long  absence, 
proved  that  if  a drop  kick  is  needed  he  will  be  able  to  deliver  the  goods. 


The  summary: 

Latin 

Mechanic  A rts 

O’Leary,  le 

re,  Ott 

.Sullivan,  It 

rt,  Washewitz 

Williams,  Ig 

rg,  Goetz 

Parks,  c 

c,  Thomas 

Colbert,  rg 

Ig,  Drew 

Wilson,  rt 

It,  Cusick 

Gildea,  re 

le,  DeVitt 

Herbert,  qb 

qb,  Snyder 

Minton,  Ihb 

rhb,  .Sherman 

Donaghy,  rhb 

Ihb,  Whitehead 

Owens,  fb 

fb,  Donnolly 

Boston  Latin  2",  Mechanic  Arts  2. 

Touchdowns-  Donaghy  2,  Herbert,  Goode. 

Points  after  touchdown  Gildea  2 (foul).  .Safeties  Williams.  .Substitutions-- 
Boston  Latin  Ihb,  Weiner;  (ib.  Hoev;  re,  Weinberg;  rg.  Fisher;  le,  Maloney; 
cjb,  Milhearn;  c,  Levin;  Ig,  Coughman;  It,  R.  Parks;  Ihb,  Halpin;  rt,  Hayes;  re, 
Rowe.  Mechanic  Arts  -c,  Gerruli;  Ihb,  Lovatier.  Referee — Tom  McCabe. 
Umpire — Mooney.  Head  linesman — Crowley.  Time — 12-minute  periods. 
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Quincy,  Mass.: — 

.•\  new  and  w'elcome  exchange.  Your 
Senior  Number  was  replete  with  interest. 
.\  “contents”  page  would  add  to  your 
paper,  however. 

* + * 

The  Imp,  Brighton  High  -School,  Brigh- 
ton, Mass.: — 


The  last  issue  of  this  delightful  maga- 
zine maintains  the  usual  excellent  cjuali- 
ties  of  the  previous  Records  which  we 
have  received.  The  editorial,  “Leader,” 
was  quite  refreshing  in  its  departure 
from  the  cut  and  dried  exhbrtations  to 
study  which  adorn  most  school  maga" 
zines  at  this  season  of  the  vear. 


Your  introductory  number  contained 
some  good  material.  A good  cover  de- 
sign would  make  the  paper  more  attrac- 
tive and  the  addition  of  a few  more  pages 
would  benefit  your  magazine.  And 

where  were  the  jokes  this  month? 

* * * 

The  Red  and  Blue,  University  of  Pennsyl- 
vania, Philadelphia,  Pa.: — 

One  of  our  best  exchanges  to  date. 
The  play  review  is  an  interesting  feature 
of  your  commendable  magazine. 


The  Shuttle,  High  .School  of  Practical 
Arts,  Roxbury,  Mass.:— 

A neat  little  paper,  just  small  enough 
to  hide  behind  a school  book.  We  won- 
der how  you  manage  to  get  along  with- 
out ads,  though.  We  also  hope  to  see 
an  exchange  column  next  month. 

* * * 

The  Herald,  Holyoke  High  School, 
Holyoke,  Mass.: — 
very  creditable  magazine.  But 


The  Iris,  Philadelphia  Girls’  High  .School 
Philadelphia,  Pa. : — 

This  is  one  of  the  best  arranged  and 
well  written  school  papers  we  have  seen. 
Every  one  of  the  40  pages  contains  some- 
thing worthy  of  praise.  Come  again! 


why  not  have  one  or  two  longer  stories 
instead  of  a number  of  one  page  articles? 
We  missed  your  exchange  column  this 
month. 

* * * 

The  Distaff,  Girls’  High  School,  Boston, 
Mass. : — 


The  Somerset  Idea,  Somerset,  Kentucky: 

\ novel  little  magazine  filled  with  in- 
terest from  cover  to  cover.  We  failed  to 
find  a single  story  in  it,  though. 


More  stories  and  jokes  would  add  to 
your  otherwise  well-arranged  paper.  We 
hoj)e  to  see  your  exchange  column  next 
month. 


LATIN  SCHOOL  REGISTER 


29 


If  cea  leaves,  has  coffee  grounds  for 
a divorce? 

* * * 

Jack: — “Do  you  know  what  is  a sure 
sign  of  death?” 

Jim:— “Don’t  know,  I’ll  bite!” 

Jack: — “A  crepe  on  the  door.” 

* * * 

First  housewife: — “Where  have  you 
been?” 

Second  housewife: — “Shopping  in 
Dorr’s  Market.  Oh,  I saw  your  hus- 
band there.” 

First  housewife: — “Where,  in  Dorr’s?” 

Second  housewife: — “No,  outdoors.” 
* * * 

An  officer  was  showing  an  old  lady 
over  the  battleship. 

“This,’’  said  he,  pointing  to  an  in- 
scribed plate  upon  the  deck,  “is  where 
our  gallant  captain  fell.” 

“No  wonder,”  replied  the  old  lady,  “I 
nearly  slii)ped  myself.” 

— Pasadena  Chronicle 
* * * 

Teach,  (to  dreaming  student):  “What 
is  the  past  participle  of  the  verb  mettrc?" 

.A. wakening  pupil:  “Me?” 

Teacher:  “Correct.”  - — Iris 

* * * 

Drug  Clerk:  “Did  you  kill  any  moths 
with  those  moth  balls  I gave  you?” 

Disconsolate  Customer:  “No!  I tried 
for  five  hours,  but  I couldn’t  hit  a one!” 

— Shuttle 


“You  ought  to  get  married,  Mr.  Old- 
chapp.” 

Mr.  Oldchapp  (earnestly) : — •“!  have 
wished  many  times  lately  that  I had  a 
wife.” 

Miss  Antique  (delighted): — “Have 
you  really?” 

Mr.  Oldchapp: — “Yes.  If  I had  a 
wife,  she’d  probably  have  a sewing  mach- 
ine, and  the  sewing  machine  would  have 
an  oil  can,  and  I could  take  it  and  oil  my 
office  door.  It  squeaks  horribly.” 

— Boston  Post 

* * * 

In  days  of  old 

When  knights  were  bold. 

And  sheet  iron  trousers  wore. 

They  lived  in  peace 

For  then  a crease 

Would  last  five  years  or  more. 

In  those  old  days 
They  had  a craze 

For  steel  shirts:  and  they  wore  them! 
And  there  was  bliss 
Enough  in  this — 

The  laundry  never  tore  them. 

— Herald 

* * * 

Sonny:  “Aw,  Pop,  I don’t  wanter 
study  arithmetic!” 

Pop:  “What?  A son  of  mine  grow  up 
and  not  be  able  to  figure  out  batting 
averages  and  baseball  scores?  Never!” 


A.  CANNATA  SAXOPHONE  SCHOOL 

Beginners  and  Advanced  Pupils  thoroughly  trained 
OTHER  INSTRUMENTS  TAUGHT  BY  EXPERT  TEACHERS. 
CLARINET  CORNET 

PIANO  VIOLIN 

BANJO  MANDOLIN 

UKELELE  GUITAR 


The  Gannata  School  will  make  special  arrangements  at  reduced  rates  with  the  boys 
attending  Latin  School;  Open  all  day  and  ev  ning.  Come  any  time 

Studio  " Residence 


209  Massachusetts  Ave. 
Room  4.S,  .State  Theatre  Building 
Boston. 

Phone:  Back  Bay  0771 


69  Norton  .Street 
Dorchester. 

I’honc : Dorchester  7707-K 
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She:  “I  consider,  John,  that,  sheep  are 
llie  stupidest  creatures  living.” 

He  (absent  ly) : “\’es,  my  land)." 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

There  once  was  a lady  from  Guam 
Who  said,  ‘‘Now  the  sea  is  so  calm, 

I will  swim  for  a lark.” 

But  she  met  with  a shark. 

Let  us  now  sing  the  ninetieth  psalm. 

* * * 

There  was  a young  lady,  named  Hannah 
Who  slipped  on  a peel  of  banana. 

More  stars  she  espied 
.\s  she  lay  on  her  side 
Than  are  found  in  the  .Star  .Spangled 

Banner. 

* * * 

The  good  die  young:  Here’s  hoping 

that  you  may  live  to  a ripe  old  age. 

* * * 

You  can  always  tell  the  English, 

You  can  always  tell  the  Dutch, 

You  can  always  tell  the  Yankees, 

But  you  can’t  tell  them  much. 


Willie;  “Pa.” 

Pa;  “\'es.” 

Willie:  “Teacher  says  we’re  here  to 
help  others.” 

Pa:  “Of  course  we  arc.” 

Willie:  “Well,  what  arc  the  others 
here  for?” 

* 

When  Mark  Twain  was  editor  of  a 
^Missouri  ])aper,  a subscriber  wrote  to 
him,  saying  that  he  had  found  a spider 
in  his  paper,  and  asked  him  whether  this 
was  a sign  of  good  or  bad  luck.  'J'he 
humorist  wrote  him  this  answer,  and 
])rinted  it  in  the  paper: 

“Old  .Subscriber:  Finding  a spider  in 
your  paper  was  neither  good  luck  nor 
bad  luck  for  you.  The  spider  was  merely 
looking  over  our  paper  to  see  which  mer- 
chant is  not  advertising,  so  that  he  can 
go  to  that  store,  spin  his  web  across  the 
door,  and  lead  a life  of  undisturbed  peace 
ever  afterward.” 


NORTHEASTERN  UNIVERSITY 

ZDap  Retool  of  ^bmmistration 

T raining  for  Leadership 
Business,  Social,  Civic 

Two-year  and  Jour-year  courses  leading  to  Junior  Certircate  and 
degrees  of  Bachelor  of  Business  Administration  and 
Master  of  Business  Administration 

FIELDS  OF  SPECIALIZATION 

Accounting  Finance  and  Banking 

Merchandising  Retailing  and  Retail  Store 

Industrial  Management  Management 

Administration  Personnel  Management 

Marketing  Sales  Management 

PROGRESSIVE  METHODS 

Problem  Method  of  Instruction,  Analysis  of  Actual  Business 
Problems,  Home  Study  Projects,  Individual. and  Group  Surveys 
of  Business,  Motion  Pictures  on  Basic  Industries,  Personal 
Conferences  with  Executives. 

STUDENT  LIFE 

Student  representation  from  many  states  and  countries.  Democratic  in  spirit.  Each  student’s 
voice  counts  in  every  program.  V’arsity  athletics:  basketball,  baseball,  track,  soccer,  gymnasiun; 
and  swimming  pool.  Dramatics,  glee  clubs,  minstrels,  orchestra.  Wholesome  social  atmosphere: 
fraternities,  and  other  student  organizations. 

Freshman  enrolment  limited.  Early  application  for  admission  advisable. 

Catalog  and  further  information  on  request 

TURNER  F.  GARDNER,  Dean 
.H6  Huntington  Avenue,  Boston,  Massachusetts 
Young  .Men’s  Christian  Association 


Please  Mention  “The  Register”  When  Patronizing  Our  Advertisers. 
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'J'he  Observer,  I’eaijody  High  School,  Pea" 
body,  Mass.: — 

Your  usual  excellent  publication  con- 
tained much  merit  and  many  interesting 
short  stories.  No  humor  column  ap- 
peared this  month,  however. 

* * * 

J abberwock , Girls’  Latin  School,  Bos- 
ton, Mass.: — 

Much  improved  over  j)revious  years. 
The  poem,  “Too  Much  Erasing”  was 
very  good. 

* * * 

The  Record,  English  High  School,  Bos- 
ton, Mass.:-  — 

The  editorial  “Our  Teachers”  was  ex- 
cellent. You  have  a very  good  Ex- 
change Column.  The  blankness  of  your 
title  i)age  was  conspicuous. 


AS  OTHERS  SEE  US 

“Don’t  put  off  until  tomorrow  what 
you  can  do  today,  for  by  the  street  ‘By- 
and-By’  we  reach  only  the  House  of 
Never.”  (Quoted  from  '‘Register”  edi- 
torial in  October  issue.)  It  was  interest- 
ing to  note  that  your  school  is  organizing 
a band.  So  are  we. 

— The  Student,  Holmes  High  School, 

Covington,  Ky. 

* * * 

Always  an  interesting  exchange.  The 
editor  of  your  class  notes  certainly  has 
fine  school  spirit. 

— The  Tradesman.  High  School  of  Com- 
merce, Boston. 


WISE  BEES  SAVE  HONEY 


WISE  FOLKS  SAVE  MONEY 


TO  ALL  AT  BOSTON  LATIN  SCHOOL: 


THE  HOME  SAVINGS  BANK 


toisiljes  pou 
S illErrp  Cfjristmas 

anb 

!!  J^nppp  JJeUj  ©ear 


HOME  SAVINGS  BANK 


75  Tremont  Street  Boston,  Mass. 
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A very  young  doclor,  opening  a 
Ijrand  new  surgery,  waited  all  day  with- 
out a visitor  until  at  last  a breathless 
man  came  running  up  the  drive. 

“vSit  down,”  said  the  young  doctor’ 
soothingly.  ‘‘What  can  I do  for  you?’, 

‘‘I  must  get  on  the  telephone — at 
once,”  gasped  the  visitor.  ‘‘My  wife’s 
ill,  and  I want  to  ring  up  my  doctor.” 

— London  Daily  Express. 

* * * 

He  took  her  hand  in  his  and  gazed 
proudly  at  the  engagement  ring  he  had 
placed  on  her  finger  only  three  days 
before. 

‘‘Did  your  friends  admire  it?”  he 
inquired,  tenderly. 

‘‘They  did  more  than  that,”  she  re- 
plied, coldly.  ‘‘Two  of  them  recog- 
nized it.” 

* * * 

A quack  doctor  was  praising  his 
‘‘medicines”  to  a rural  audience. 

‘‘Yes,  ladies  and  gentlemen,”  he  said, 
‘‘I  have  Sold  these  pills  for  over  twenty 
years,  and  never  have  1 heard  one  word 
of  complaint  about  them.  W hat  does 
that  prove?” 

From  a voice  in  the  crowd  came  this 
rejdy:  ‘‘Dead  men  tell  no  tales.” 

— Exchange 

“My  dear,”  complained  the  1923 
model  husband  when  dinner  was  over, 
“why  can’t  you  go  to  as  a good  a deli- 
catessen store  as  Mother  used  to  go  ro?” 

—Life. 


Jack: — “So  your  father  demurred  at 
first  because  he  didn’t  want  to  lose  you?” 

Ethel: — “Yes;  but  I won  his  consent. 

I told  him  that  he  need  not  lose  me. 
We  could  live  with  him,  and  so  he  would 
not  only  have  me,  but  a son-in-law  to 
boot.” 

“H’m!  I don’t  like  that  expression 
‘to  boot’.  ” 

* * * • 

For  four  consecutive  nights  the  hotel 
proprietor  watched  his  fair,  timid  guest 
fill  her  pitcher  at  the  water-tap. 

“Madam,”  he  said,  on  the  fifth  night, 
“if  you  would  ring,  this  would  be  done 
for  you.” 

“But  where  is  my  bell?”  she  asked. 

“The  bell  is  beside  your  bed,”  replied 
the  proprietor. 

“That  the  bell!”  she  exclaimed.  ‘‘Why, 
the  boy  told  me  that  was  the  fire  alarm, 
and  that  I wasn’t  to  touch  it  on  any  ac- 
count.” — Boston  Post 

* * * 

Mrs.  Borden: — ‘‘I  was  a fool  when  I 
married  you.” 

Borden: — ‘‘And  yet  some  people  say 
happiness  comes  from  marrying  our  op- 
posites.” — Judge. 

* * * 

He — ‘‘Why  the  deuce  do  I struggle 
with  this  piffling  job?” 

Fair  typist — ‘‘Don’t  be  discouraged; 
think  of  the  mighty  oak — it  was  once  a 
nut  like  you.”  — Boston  Transcript. 


Advertisements 


LATE  NEWS 

We  take  pleasure  in  announcing  that  James  G.  “Tubber” 
Colbert  was  elected  Captain  of  the  1925  football  team  at  the 
election,  December  5. 


“Christmas  will  be  remembered  by  him 
if  you  buy  his  gift  at 
“MORSE’S” 

Two  Stores 

Uptown  Downtown 

45-47  Summer  St.  Adams  Square 

LEOPOLD  MORSE  CO. 


2 STORESWASHINGTON  ST. 
311  Opposite  the  Old  South  Church 
659  Gc^ety  Theectre  Building 


AMERICAN  ENG. 
☆ COMPANY  ☆ 

ENGRAVING  - DESIGNING 
AND  ELECTROTYPING. 
-94  ARCH  STREET- 
-BOSTON- 


STUDY  DRUMS  AND  XYLOPHONES 

With  Hugh  G.  Mur])hv,  formerly  of  Boston  Latin  School 
drum  cor[)s  and  orchestra.  Students  prepared  for  dance,  the- 
atrical and  stage  playing.  Four  and  six  hammer  xylo])hone 
])laying  taught.  Studio,  209  Massachusetts  Avenue,  Room  59, 
l.oew’s  State  Theatre  Building. 

Copley  221()-M  Residence  Dorchester  S2()5-R 


Please  Mention  “Tlie  Register”  when  patronizitig  our  advertisers. 


Advertisements 


MEN'S 

Stylish  Shoes  for  young  fnen 

Special  123/2%  discount  on  all  cash 
sales  at  onr  list  prices  to  Latin 
School  Students  listed  in  the  school 
catalogue. 

COES‘°STODDER 

• O TO  14  - SCM001_  STREET 


JAMIESON  STUDIOS 


|3ortrait  |31)otograpt)cr 


28  AVERY  STREET 
BOSTON 

Tcl.  Dewey  64^3- St 


260  harvard  street 
BROOKLINE 

Tel.  A 5 pi nw all-0530 


dorrety:pboston 

387  Washington  St— Tel-6185  Main 

CLASS  PINS 

RINGS  --  CHARMS  --  MEDALS 
FRAT  PINS-LOVING  CUPS-TROPMIES 


Send  for  ART^^  catalog 


Rosenfield  & Rapkin  Co. 

High  School  Uniforms 

For  Quality  Merchandise,  We  Have  The 
Lowest  Prices 

CHEVRONS 

All  Ranks  In  Stock  Or  Made  W hile  You  Wait 
OPEN  EVENINGS  15  klHOOL  ST. 

{Up  One  Flight) 


TYPEWRITERS 


ALL  MAKES — underwood 

REMINGTON 
ROYAL 
L.  C.  SMITH 


REBUILTS  / 


$17.50  Up  in  PRICE 

BARLOW  & RAPHAEL,  Inc. 

37  BROMFIEED  ST.  Congress  7171  BOSTON,  MASS. 

AGENTS  for  Underwood  - Remington  and  Corona  Portable  Typewriters 
Rented  - Sold  - Repaired  - Bought. 

Please  Mention  “The  Register”  when  patronizing  our  advertisers. 


Advertisements 


WARD,  THE  STUDENT’S  SUPPLY  HOUSE 

Loose  Leaf  Note-Books,  Pocket  Memoranda,  Diaries,  Fountain 
Pens,  Pencils,  Stamp  Albums,  Stationery. 

CHRISTMAS  GIFTS 

Book  ends.  Desk  sets.  Autograph  albums.  Kodaks, 
Framed  Pictures,  Memory  Books. 

POPULAR  FICTION 

Over  300  titles  by  Sabatini,  Grey,  Curwood  and  others. 


MOTION  PICTURE 
EDITIONS  75c 


57  Franklin  Street 
Boston,  Mass. 


Typewriters  Rented 


Special  Rates  to  Students 

PROMPT  FREE 

SERVICE  DELIVERY 

Authorized  Dealers  Remington  Portable 


AMERICAN  WRITING  MACHINE  COMPANY 
119  Franklin  Street,  Boston  Main  oi66 


DISTIiNCTIVE 
DRESS  CLOTHES 

TO  RENT 

FOR  ALL  OCCASIONS 

Full  Dress,  Tuxedo  and 
Cutaway  Suits,  Silk  Hats 
Shoes,  Shirts,  etc. 

COMPLETE  OUTFITTERS 

Clothing  Ready  to  Wear 
and  Made  to  Measure 

Special  Discount  To 
BOS  ON  LATIN  STUDENTS 

EDWARD  P.  F.  BURNS  COMPANY 

Second  Floor 

125  SUMxMER  ST.,  BOSTON 


“Everything  For  Sport” 

Discount  Prices  to  B.  L.  S. 
students  - ask  Mr.  French  for 
Discount  Card. 


Please  mention  “The  Register”  when  patronizing  our  advertisers 


L A TIN  S C I I O C)  L R E GIST  K R 


:i() 


Jake  was  a worthless  and  improvident 
fellow.  One  day  he  said  to  the  local 
grocer:  “I  gotta  have  a sack  o’  flour, 
I’m  all  out,  and  my  family  is  starvin’.” 

‘‘.All  right,  Jake,”  said  the  grocer. 
‘‘If  you  need  a sack  of  flour  and  have  no 
money  to  buy  it  with,  we’ll  give  you  a 

sack.  But,  see  here  Jake,  there’s  a 

circus  coming  to  town  in  a few  days,  and 
if  I give  you  a sack  of  flour,  are  you 
sure  you  won’t  sell  it  and  take  your 
family  to  the  circus?” 

‘‘Oh  no,”  said  Jake.  ‘‘I  got  the  circus 
money  all  saved  up.” 

^ H 

‘‘Ha!  I’ll  fool  these  bloodhounds  yet!” 
cried  the  villain,  and  slipping  on  a pair 
of  rubbers,  he  erased  his  tracks. 

!I  If 

‘‘It’s  the  little  things  in  life  that  tell,” 
said  the  girl,  as  she  dragged  her  kid 
brother  out  from  underneath  the  sofa. 


A SLK'.HT  ERROR 

‘‘Whatsoever  a man  soweth  that  shall 
he  reaj),”  Johnny  repeated  it  after  his 
father  several  times  and  seemed  to  have 
mastered  the  correct  wording.  As  they 
drew  near  Sunday  School  father  gave 
Johnny  his  last  rehearsal.  ‘‘Now,  son,” 
he  said,  ‘‘let’s  have  the  (lolden  Text 
once  more.” 

This  is  what  he  got : 

‘‘Whatsoever  a man  sews  always 
rips.” 

II  If  If 

Joe:  ‘‘If  a boy  is  standing  on  a bridge 
and  there  is  an  aeroplane  above  him  and 
a motorboat  beneath,  what  is  his  name?” 

Moe:  ‘‘Dunno,  what  is  it?” 

Joe:  ‘‘O’Brien.” 

Moe:  ‘‘Why?” 

Joe:  ‘‘Because  his  father’s  name  was 
O’Brien.” 


ARENA 

Compliments  of 

GEORGE  V.  BROWN 

GENERAL  MANAGER 

THE  HARVARD  DRUG 

ICESKATING  AND  HOCKEY 

CO. 

N ovember  15th  to  April  1st 

644  Huntington  Ave. 

THE  SAXOPHONE  STUDIO 


Direction  of  Perley  Stevens. 

FINEST  INSTRUCTION  IN  ALL  PHASES  OF  SAXOPHONE  PLAYING. 
COURSES  FOR  THE  PROFESSIONAL  AS  WELL  AS  THE  BEGINNER. 

B.  B.  2458  2 09  MASSACHUSETTS  AVENUE  Room  32: 


Please  Mention  “The  Register”  When  Patronizing  Our  Advertisers, 


Wholesale 


Retail 


RADIO 


RECEIVERS  AND  SUPPLIES 

STANDARD  RECEIVERS 


Chelsea  “Super  Five” — 5 tubes $50.00 

A-C  Dayton  Polydyne — 5 tubes 115.00 

Eagle  Balanced  Neutrodyne,  Model  B — 5 tubes 175.00 

Federal — Type  59 — 4 tubes 177.00 

Federal — Type  61 — 6 tubes 223.00 

Grebe  “Synchrophase” — 5 tubes 155.00 

Kennedy  Model  V — 3 tubes 88.75 

Kennedy  Model  XV — 5 tubes 142.50 

Kodel  1 Tube 10.00 

“ 2 “ 18.00 

“ 3 “ 28.00 

“ 4 “ 32.50 

Sleeper  Monotrol — Type  54 — 4 tubes 160.00 

Tuska  Superdyne — 4 tubes 150.06 

CUNNINGHAM  RADIO  TUBES 


Types  C-11,  C-12,  C-299,  C-300,  C-301A,  C-302,  and  C-303. 

LOUD  SPEAKERS  AND  PHONOGRAPH  UNITS 

Atlas,  Cameo,  Dictogrand,  Holtzer-Cabot,  Musette,  N.  &.  K,  Thorola,  Thoro- 
phone  and  Western  Electric. 

PHONES 

Federal,  Frost,  Globe,  Holtzer-Cabot,  N & K,  and  Western  Electric. 


STANDARD  SUPPLIES 

All-.\merican  Transformers 
Allen-Bradley  Products 
Apeo  Battery  Chargers 
Balkite  Battery  Chargers  and  “B” 
Current  Supply 
Cook  Tables,  Loops  and  Sets 
Cutler-Hammer  Apparatus 
Haven  Resistors  and  Parts 
Eby  and  .Morse  Binding  Posts 
Erla  Apparatus 
Federal  Parts  fComplete) 

Freshman  Apparatus 
Frost  Line  Complete 
Globe  Radio  Products 
Jewell  Instruments 
Jos.  W.  Jones  “Improved”  Radio  Parts 
New  Catalogue  number  C R and  disci 


Langbein  and  Kaufman  Apparatus 
National  Condensers  and  Dials 
Pacent  Parts 

Remler  Variometers  and  Variocouplers 
Samson  Transformers 
Splitdorf  Fixed  Condensers 
Sterling  Radio  Meters 
Stevens  Speed-up  Tools 
U.  S.  Tool  Condensers 
Western  Electric  Apparatus 
Weston,  Sterling  and  Hoyt  Testing 
Instruments 
Willard  “B”  Batteries 
Yale  “A”  and  “B”  Batteries  and  Flash- 
ligh  ts 

Yaxley  Products 
sheet  to  dealers  on  request 


RADIO 


250-260  Devonshire  St. 


“In  Winthrop  Square” 


Boston. 


BOYS 


Here  is  a chance  to  learn  to  DANt^K  quickly  and  correctly  at  greatly 
reduced  rates.  Merely  present  this  advertisement  at 


Professor 

Louis  M.  Lerner’s 


335  Mass.  Ave. 


•OiSTiwn'ivc 

BALlim 


Academy  of 
Dancing 

Tel.  B.  B.  9383-9384 


to  get  the  fifty  percent  reduction  for  December  only,  or  the  special  10  lesson  course  for  $.‘5,00 
Endorsed  hy  many  parents,  school  and  college  athletes,  high  school  teachers,  hundreds  of 

satisfied  pupils,  etc. 


IMMEDIATE  RESULTS  GUARANTEED 

Personal  and  careful  instruction  by  Professor  Lerner  and  his  expert  staff 
of  lady  and  gentlemen  instructors  in  all  the  latest  styles  of  Ballroom,  Col- 
legiate, Ritz,  Tango,  Soft  Shoe,  Buck  and  Wing,  Stage  and  Fancy  Dancing. 

CIRCULAR  ON  REQUEST 


TO  LET 


Our  artistic  ballroom,  decorated  to  your  taste,  accomodating  100  couples 
The  right  place  for  your  Fraternity  and  Club  Dances. 


^tubcntiS’  Supplies! 

Loose  Leaf  Books,  Fillers,  Fountain  Pens,  Eversharps,  Drawing  Pencils,  etc. 

J)icture  anb  Diploma  Jframing 

Stand  and  Swing  hand  carved  Photo  Frames,  Christmas  and  New  Year  cards 

Developing  and  Printing 


Note: 

235  Huntington  Ave., 

St.  James  Theatre  Block 


10%  discount  on  $1.00  purchases  or  over 
to  all  students  who  mention  this  Ad. 


^liort’si  ^rt  ^tore 


Boston,  Mass. 
Open  evenings 


IF  ITS  POPULAR  AT  COLLEGE  YOU’LL  FIND  IT  AT  MACULLAR  PARKER'S 

COLLEGE  APPAREL  OF  THE  VOGUE 

LONDON  COATS  PATRICK  COATS 

SACK  SUITS  SPORT  SUITS 

TUXEDO  SUITS  /^ND  DRESS  SUITS 

Imported  Golf  Hose,  Sweaters  to  match,  London  Neckwear,  Collar 
Attached,  White  Cheviot  Shirts  with  closed  front  ajid  single  band  cuffs 

Macullar  Parker  Company 

TREMONT  ST.,  at  BROMFlELD.'T/je  Old  House  With  The  Young  Spirit." 


Please  Mention  “The  Register”  When  Patronizing  Our  Advertisers 


Angel  Guardian  Press,  Boston. 


